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^ PREFACE. 










^y S the Oceajion of this Poem was real, w/ 
■^^ fiftitious ; fo the method purfued in itj was 
rather impofed, iy what fpontaneoufiy arofe in 
the author*s mindj on that occafton^ than medi- 
tated, or defigned. Which will appear very 
probable from the nature of it. For it differs fron^ 
the common mode of Poetry^ which is from long 
narrations to draw fbort morals. Here^ on the 
tontrafjj the narrative is fhort^ and the morality 
ar^fingfrom it makes the bulk of the Poem. The 
teafon of it isj That the fa3s mentioned did na^- 
tur ally pour thefe moral reflections on the thought 
Mf the writer. 



?L2 THE 



*::^oii **": 



iri^xi. 




' . ■ at' 



I 

\ 




'^ 




i The CoMPLAii^T. Night I. 

(A bitter Change !) feverer for fevere. 
Tvhc JOUiy too fhort for my DiHrefs ; and Nighty 
' Ev'n in the Zefitth of her dark Domain , 
Is SunlhinCy to the Colour of my Fate. 

Nighty fable Goddefs ! from her Ebon Throng 
In raylefs Majefty, now flretches forth 
Her leaden Sceptre o'er a flumb'ring World. 
SiCencey how dead ! and Darknefs, how profound 1 
Nor Eye, nor lift'ning Ear, an Objed finds; 
Creation fleeps. 'Tis as the gen'ral Pulfe 
Of Life. flood ftill, and Nature made a Paufe ; 
An awful Paufe ! prophetic of her End. 
And let her Prophecy be <bon fulfilPd : 
Fate ! drop the Curtain ; I can lofe no more. 

Siknci and Datkuefs ! folemn Sifters ! Twin*. 
From ancient. A^/g-/&/, who nurfe the tender Thought 
To Reaforty and on Reafon build Re/oi^e, 
(That Column of true Majefty in Man) 
Affift me : I will thank you in the Grave ; 
The Grave, your Kingdom : Ther£ this Frame Ihall fall 
A Viftim facred to your dreary Shrine. 
But what are Ye ? — 

THOU, who didft put to Flight 
Primaeval Silence, when the Morning Stars, 
Exulting, ihouted o^er the rifing Ball ; 
O THOU, whofe Word from folid Darkne/s ftruck 
That Spark, the Sun, ftrike Wifdom from my Sod ; 
My Soul, which flics to Thee, her Truft, her Treafurc, 
As Mifers to their Gold, while others reft. 

TJI^ro* this Opaque of A^/irr^, and of Soul, 
Thi$ doii^ble Night, tranfmit one pitying Ray, 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my Mind, 
(A Mind that fain would wander from its Woe) 
Lead it thro' various Scenes of Life and Death ; 
Aad £vm each Scene, the nobleft Txiuhs ixifpire. 



On Life^ Deaths and Immortality. J 

Nor lefs infpire my ConduS^ than-my ^ng\ 
Teach my belt Reafon, Rcafon ; my beft Will 
Teach Reditude ; and iiix. my firm Rcfolve 
Wifdom to wed, and pay her long Arrear: 
Nor let the Phial of thy Vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted'Head, be pour'd in vain. 

The Bell ftrikes One. We take no Note of Tfa«e, 
But from its Lofs. To give it then a Tongue, 
Is wife in Man. As if an.Angiel fpoke, 
I feel the folemn Sound. If heard aright. 
It is the Knell of my departed Hours : 
Where are diey ?' With the Years beyond the Flood, 
It is the Signal that demands Dlfpatch : 
How much is to be done ? My Hopes and Fears 
Start up alarm'd, and o'er Life's narrow Verge 
Look down — On what ? A fathomlefs Abyfs % 
A dread Eternity ! how furely mine I 
And can Eternity belong to me. 
Poor Peniioner on the Bounties of an Hoar ? 

How poor, how rich, how abjeft, how auguft. 
How complicate, how wonderful, is Man \ 
How pafling Wonder HE» who made him Tuck ! 
Who centred in our Make foch ftrange Extremes 1 
From different Natures marveloufly mixt, 
0««wtf« exquifite of diftant Worlds I 
Diftinguiftit Link in Being's cndlefs Chain ? 
Mid-way from Nothing to the Deity ! 
A Beam ethereal, fully'd, and abfbrpt ! 
Tho' fully'd, and difhonour'd, ftiU Divine ! 
Dim Miniature of Greatnefs abfolute! 
An Heir of Glory ! A frail Child of D«ft I 
Hiifl^s Immortal ! Infedi infinite / 

A Worm I a God ! 1 tremble at myfelf. 

And in myfelf am loft \ At home, a Sts^s^^jr^t^ 
Thought wagderi up and dovm, ^^acc^xvi?^^ 'a.^^S^* 



4 ^. . The Complaint. Night i. 

And wond'rmg at her own : How Reafon reels 1 
O what a Miracle to Man is Man, 
Triumphantly diftrefs'd ! what Joy, what Dread \ 
Alternately Tranfported, and Alarm'd ! 
What can preferve my Life f or what deftroy ? 
An AngePs Arm can't fnatch me from the Grave ? 
Legionls of Angels can't confine me there. 

, 'Tis pail Conjedure ; all things rife in Proof: 
While o'er my Limbs Sleep^s foft Dominion fpread. 
What tho' my Soul phantaftic Meafures trod 
O'er fairy Fields ; or moum'd along the Gloom 
Of pathlefs Woods ; or down the craggy Steep 
Hurl'd headlong, fwam with Pain the mantled Pool ; 
Or fcal'd the CliiF ; or danc'd on hollow Winds, 
With antic Shapes, wild Natives of the Brain ? 
Her ceafelefs Flight, tho'- devious, fpeaks her Nature 
Of fubtler Effence than the trodden Clod ; 
A£iive, aereal, tow'ring, unconfin'd, 

Unfetter'd with her grofs Companion's Fall. 

Ev'n filent Night proclaims my Seul immortal: 

Ev'n filent Night proclaims eternal Day. 

For human Weal, Heav'n hufbands all Events : 

Dull Sleep inftruds, nor fport vain Dreams in vain. 
Why then their Lofs deplore, that are not loft ? 

Why wanders wretched Thought their Tombs around. 

In infidel Diftrefs ? Are Angels there ? 

Slumbers, rak'd up in Duft, Ethereal Fire ? 
They live ! they greatly live a Life on Earth 

Unkindled, unconceiv'd ; and from an Eye 

Of Tendernefs, let heav'nly Pity fall 

On me, more juftly number'd with the Dead. 

This is the Defart, this the Solitude : ' 

How populous ! how vital, is the Grave! 

This is Creation's melancholy Vault, 

The Vsde fuoereal^ the fad Cyfrefi Gloom ; 
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The Land of Apparitions, empty Shades I* 
All, all on Earth is SJbadew, all beyond 
Is Subfiance: the Reverfe is Folly's Creed : 
How folid aU, wherq Change ihall be no more I 

This Is the Bud of Being, the dim Dawn» 
The Twilight of our Day, the Veftibule ; 
Lifers Theatre as yet is fl^ut, and Death, 
Strong Dea^, alone can heave the ma/Ty Bar* 
This grofs Impediment of Clay remove. 
And Aiake ul Embryos of E;cillenee free. 
From real Life, but little more remote 
Is He, not yet a -Candidate for Light, 
The future Embryo, flumb'ring in his Sircr 
Embryos we muft be, ,tijl we burft the Shell, 
Yon ambient azure Shell, and fpring to Life, 
The Life of Gods, O Tranfporf ! and of Man, 

Yet Man, fool Man ! Jlwe bui-ies all his Thoughts ; 
Interrs celeftial Hopes without one Sigh. 
Prisoner of Earth, and pent beneath the Moon, 
Here pinions all his Wifhes : wing'd by Heav'n 
To fly at Infinite ; and reach it there. 
Where Seraph gather Immortality, 
On Life?s fair Tree, fall by the Throne of God* 
What golden Joys ambtt)fial cluft'ring glow. 
In HIS full Beam, and ripen for the Juil, 
Where momentary Ages are no more ! 
Where Time, and Pain> and Chance, and Peatb,^ expire I 
And is it in the Flight of threefcore Years, 
To pufh Eternity from human Thought, ^ 

And fmother Souls immortal in the Duft > . 
A Soul immortal, fpending all her Fires,^ 
Wafting her Strength in ftrenuous Idleneft, 
Thrown into Tumult, raptur'd, or alarm'd,. 
At aught this Scene can. threaten, or indul^^ 
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RefemUes Ocean into Tempeft wrought. 
To waft a Feather, or to drown a Fly. 

Where faUs this Cenfure ? It overwhelms myfclf i 
How was my Heart incrufled by the World ! 
O how felf-fetter'd was my grov'ling Soul ! 
How, like a Worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In £lkcn Thought, which reptile Fancy fpun. 
Till darkened Rea/on lay quite clouded o'er 
With foft Conceit of endlefs Comfort here. 
Nor yet put forth her Wings to reach the Skies ! 

Night-viiions may befriend (as fung above) : 
Our waking Dreams are fatal. How I dreamt 
Of things impoifible ? (Could Sleep do more ?) 
Of Joys perpetual in perpetual Change ? 
Of liable Pleafures on the toffing Wave ? 
Eternal Sunfhine in tlie Storms of Life ? 
How richly were my noon-tide Trances hung 
With gorgeous Tapefhies of pi£iur'd Joys ? 

Joy behind Joy, in endlefs Perfpe£live ! 

Till at Death's Toll, whofe reftlefs iron Tongue 

Calls daily for his Millions at a Meal, 

Starting I woke, and found myfelf undone. 

Where now mf Phrenfy's pompous Furniture ? 

The cohwib^d Cottage, with its ragged Wall 

Of raould'ring Mud, is Royalty to me ! 

The SpUer*s moft attenuated Thread 

Is Cord, is Cable, to Man's tender Tie 

On earthly Blifs ; it breaks at ev'ry Breeze. 
O ye bleft Scenes of permanent Delight ! 

Full, above Meafure ! lading, beyond Bovmd ! 

A Perpetuity of Blifs is Blifs. 

Could you, fo rich in Rapture, fear an End, 

That ghaftly Thought would drink up all your Joy, 

And ^uite unparadife the Realms of Light. 

Safe arc yon iodg'd above thefe tolUiij S^Wcs \ 
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The baleful Influence of whofe giddy Dance 

Sheds fad VicifHtude on all beneath. 

Here teems with Revolutions ev'ry Hour j 

And rarely for the better ; or the hefl. 

More mortal than the common Births of Fate. 

Each Moment has its Sickle, emulous 

Of 7/«r(f's enormous Scythe, whofe ample Sweep 

Stri}ces Empires from the Root ; each Moment plays 

His little Weapon* in the narrower Sphere 

Of fweet domeftic Comfort, and cuts downr 

The faireft Bloom of fublnnary Blifs. 

Blifs ! fublunary Blifs ! — Proud Words, and vain ! 
Implfcit Treafon to divine Decree ! 
A bold Invafion of the Rights of Heav'n ! 
I clafp'd the Phantoms, and I found them Air* 
O had r weighed it ere my fond Embrace ! 
What Darts of Agony had mifs'd my Heart !' 

Death != Great Proprietor of All I 'tis thine 
To tread out Empire, and to quench the Stars. 
The Sun himfelf by thy Permiffion fhines ; 
And, one Day, thou (halt pluck him from his Sphere^ 
Amid fuch mighty Plunder, why exhauft 
Thy partial Quiver on a Mark fo mean ? 
Why thy peculiar Rancour wreak'd on met 
Infatiate Archer ! could not One fuffice ? 
Thy Shaft flew thrice^ and thrice my Peace was flain ; 
And thrice, ere thrice yon Moon had fill*d her Horn, 
O Cynthia-! why fo pale ? Doft thou lament 
Thy wretched Neighbour ? Grieve to fee thy Wheel 
Of ceafelefs Change out-whirl'd in human Life ? 
How wanes my horroxv*d Blifs ! from Fortune^ Smile^ 
Precarious Courtefy ! Not Virtue^ % fure. 
Self-given, folar, Ray of found Delight. 

In ev'ry vary'd Poiture, Place^ «jmL ^'cvas 

Hoiv widow'd ev'ry TYioud^x. o^ e^'T>f '^^'^i \ 

-5^ . - - 'Vbr^!^ 
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Thought, bufy Thought ! too bufy for my Peace ! 
Thro' the dark Poftern of Time long claps'd. 
Led foftly, by the Stillnefs of the Night, 
Led, like a Murderer, (and fuch it proves ! 
Strays, (wretched Rover !) o'er the pleaiing Pafl ; 
In qucil of Wretchednefs perverfely ftrays ; 
And finds all defart now ; and meets the GhofU 
Of my departed Joys ; a num'rous Train ! 
I rue the Riches of my former Fate ; 
Sweet Comfort's blailed Cluilers I lament ; 
I tremble at the Bleilings once fo dear ; 
And ev'ry Pleafure pains me to the Heart. 

Yet why complain ^ or why complain for One ^ 
Hangs out the Sun his Luilre but for me« 
Th^ Jingle Man ? Are Angels all befide ? 
I mourn for Millions : .'Tis the common Lot| 
In this Shape, or in tbat, has Fate entail'd 
The Mother's Throes on all of Woman bom. 
Not more the Children, than fure Heirs of Pain, 

War, Famine, Pert, Volcano, Storm, and Fire, 
Inteiline Broils, Oppreffion, with her Heart 
Wrapt up in triple Brafs, beiiege Mankind. 
God's Image diiinherited of Day, 
Here^ plung'd in Mines, forgets a Sun was made. 
Tbere^ Beings deathlefs as their haughty Lord, 
Are hammer'd to the galling Oar for Lif^ ; 
And plow the Winter's Wave, and reap Defpair. 
Some, for hard Mailers, broken under Arms, 
In Battle lopt away, with half their Limbs, 
Beg bitter Bread thro' Realms their Valour fav'd. 
If fo the Tyrant, or his Minion, doom. 
IVant^ and incurable D/feafcy (fell Pair !) 
On hopelefs Multitudes remorfelefs feize 
At once ; and make a Refuge of the Grave. 
How groaning JiofpitaU ejcft their Dead 1 



What Numbers groan for fad Admiifipn there ! 

What Numbers^ once in Fortune^ Lap high^fed^i 

Solicit the cold Hand of Charity !, ^ 

To ihock us morCy folicit it in vain !\ 

Ye filken fons of Pleafure ! fince in Pains/ 

You rue more modifh Vifits, vifit here. 

And breathe from your Debauch : Gwi^ and redact* • 

Surfeith Dominion o'er you : But fo great 

Your Impudence, you blu(h at what is Right*. 

Happy! did Sorrow feizae onfucb alone- 
Not Prudence can defend, or Virtue fkve ; 
Difeafe invades the chafteft Temperance ; 
And Punifhment the Guiitkfs ; and Alarm,. 
Thro' thickeil Shades, purfues the fond <of 'Peaces 
Man's Caution often into Danger turns, 
And his Guard falling, .crufhes him to Death- • 
Not Happihefs itfelf: makes good -her Name; 
Our very Wifties give us not our Wilh. 
How difkmt oft the Thing we doat on moft^ 
From that for which we doat. Felicity ? 
T\it fmoothejl Courfe of Nature has its Pains ; 
And truefi Friends, thro* Error, wonndtbur Reff^ 
Without Misfortune, what Calamities ?. 
And what Hoflilities, iwithobt a. Foe? 
Nor are Foes wanting to the beft on Earth* 
But endlefs is the Lift of human Ills,. 
And Sighs might fooner fail, than Caufe to /iglu. 

A Part how fmal! of the terraqueous Globe 
Is tenanted, by. Man ! the reft a Wajhy: 
Rocks, Defants, frozen Seas, and burning Sands ! 
Wild Haunts- bfMonfters, foifons,^, Stings, and Death- 
Such is EaithV melancholy Map! But, far 
More fad ! this Earth is a true Ma^ ofMan.. 
So bounded are its haughty LoTd*s DcU^ks. 
Ta i^'s. wide Empire -, ^^Yverc '^^fc^. Troubles a-o^^-* • 
/J ^ 5 ^"^"^ 
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Loud Sorrcnvs howl, invenom'cl Pajsons bitCi. 
Rav'now Calamttlts our Vitals feize. 
And thfeat'ning Fate wide opens to devour. 
What then am. I, who ibrrow for my/elf?' 
In A^^ in Infancy, from others Aid % 

Is all our Hope ; to-teach us to be kiml, 
^hM.y Natuie's firft, lafi Leflbn t© Mankind ; 
The felfifh Heart deferves the Pain it feeh. 
More gen'rous Sorrow, while it finks^ exalts ;. 
And confcious Virtue mitigates the Pang. 
Nor Virtue, more than Frudenu^ bids mc give- 
Swoln Thought ^/econd Channel; who divide, « 
They weaken too, the Torrent of their Grief. . 
Take ^n„ Q HTvrU I thy much-indebted Tear : 
How fad a Sighf is^husian Happinefs, 
To thofe whofe Thottght can pierce beyond sm Hour? 

thou, whatever thon art, whofe Heart exults \ 
Wouldft thou I ihould CQ&gratttlate thy Fate ? 

1 know thott^wooldil ;: thy Pride demands, it from me. 
Let thy Pride pardon,, what thy Nature needs,. 

The falutary Cenfurecf. a, friend,. 

Thou Jbtapp.y Wrtuhl by Blindneis thou* art bleil ^ 

By Dotage dandled. ta perpetual'Smiles*. 

Know, S^mler ! at thy. Peril, art thou pleas'd 4 , 

Thy Pleafure is the PjKunjTef nf thy Pain.. 

Misfortune,. like a Creditori fevered 

But rifes in Demand for. her Delay f 

She makes a Scourge, of paft Profp^tity, . 

To fting thee more,, aiwLdoublo thy.Diftrefi'*. 

Lo«.BNZo,. Portttnemake& hen Court, to thee;. 
Thy fond Heart dances,, while the^n»r.fings. . 
Dear is thy Welfare; think me not unkind ; , 
I would not damp,, but to iecare thy Joys. 
Think not ihsA^ Fear is facred to the Storm« . 
Stdnd <m thy Guard agalnft the Smtlei.^ ijdiSUK*. > 
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On Life^ 'Deaths and Immortality. 1 1 

IrHeav'n tremendous in its Frowns ? Moft furc; 
And in its Favours formidable too :: 
its Favours here arc Trials^- not Rewards r ' 

A Call to Duty, not Difcharge from Care;: 
And fhould alarm us, full as much as Woes p 
Awake vs to their Caujej and Gonfequence ; 
And make us tremKIe, weighed with our Defertjr 
Awe Nature's- Tumulty and chaftife her Joys, . 
Left wMl^ we clafp,- we kill them ; nay, invert- 
To worfe thartifimple Mifery, their Charms. 
Re^olteti Joys> like Foes in civil War, 
Likebofom Friendihips toRefentment iburM^ 
With Rage invenom'd rife againft our Peace, 
Feware what Earth calls Happinefs ; beware- 
All Joys, , but Joyis that never can expiree 
Who builds on kfs than an imptcrtaLBzfe^- 
Fond as he feons, condemns his Joys to Death. 

Mine dy'd with thee,. Philander ! thy laft Sigh * 
Diffolv'd the Charm ; the diiinchanted Earth 
Loft all. her Luftre. Where, .her glitt'ring Towers ?: 
Her golden'Mbuntains, where ? all daFJcen'd dowa^ 
To naked \V'afte ; a dreary Vale of Tears i . 
The great Magician's dead! Thou^poor^pay Plfeoe ' • 
Of out-caft Earth, in Dackncfs 4. what 2« Change^ 
From Yefterday.!-T*hy darling Hope. fo near, 
(Long-labour'd. Prizes!) ^O h«w Ambition fiufti'd ' . 
Thy glowing Cheek I -Ambition, .truly igreaty * 

Of virtuous Pnaife. - .^rttf^'sfubtk^ead-withiri,'* - 
(Sly, treach'rous^Miner4)ivbrking>in the Dark ,- 
Smil'd at th^^welb-concerted Scheme, and bfeckon'di -* 
The Worm to riot on that Rofa fo red, - • *> 

Unfaded ere it fell; one Moment's Prey! ■ 

Man's. Forefight is CMdkionally wife ; - 
BoRENZo ! Wild<mi into Folly ivxrw^. " * 

Qh, ,the firll Inftant, its Idc^i £a\x ^ 
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To labouring Though^is born. How dim our Eye ! 

The prefent Moment terminates our Sight j 

Clouds, thick a? thofe on Doomfday, droNvn the next ; 

We penetrate, we prophefy in vain. 

^ime is dealt out by Particles ; and each. 

Ere mingled with the ftreaming Sands of Life,^ 

By Fate's inviolable Oath is fwom 

Deep Silence, " Where Eternity begins.'* 

By Nature's Law, wliat may be, may be narw \ 
There's no Prerogative in human Hours. 
In human Hearts what bolder Thought can riie. 
Than M^'s Prefumption on To-morrow's Dawn I 
Where is To-morrow I In another World* 
For Numbers this is certain ; the Reverfe 
Is fare to none ; and yet on this Perhaps^ 
Thie Feradveuturey infamous for Lyes> 
ii^ on 9 Rock of Adamant we build 
O^ Mountain Hopes ; fpin our eternal Schemes,. 
'At we the hxA Sifters would out-fpin,, 
Andy big with Life's Futurities, expire^ 

Not ev'n Philander had befpeke his Shroud. 
Nor had he Cauie ; a Warning was. deny'd : 
How Aiany fall as fudden, not as fafe ! 
As fudden, tbo' for Years admoniih'd home*. 
Of hunHUi Ills, the lad Extreme beware. 
Beware, Lorenzo ! ^L.Jlvw-Jjtddeu'Dtzx^ 
How dreadfid that deliberate Surprize ! 
Be wife To-day ; ^TisMadneis to defers 
Next Day the fatal Precedent will |dead ;. 
Thus on» till Wiidom is puih'd out of Life*. 
Frocraftination is the Thief of Time ; 
Year after Year it fleals, till all are fled,, 
And to the Mercies of a Moment leaxrefe ,.j 
The vail Concerns of an etexnal Scese». 
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If not fo frequent, would not This be ftrange ^ 

That 'tis fo frequent^ This is (banger ftill. 

' Of Man's miraculous MifUkes, this bears 

The Palm, •* That all Men are about to live,'* 

For ever on the Brink of being born. 

Alt pay themfelves the Compliment to think 

They on&Da^y (hall not drivel; and. their Pride 

On this Revcrfion takes up ready Praife ; 

At leaft their own-; their /«/»r* Selves applauds 5 

How excellent that 'Life they nier will lead I 

Time lodg'd in their ewn Hands is Follj*^^ Vails %, 

That iodg'd in Fate^s^ to Wifdom they confign ; 

The Thing they can't but purpofe^ they poftpone :- 

'Tis not in Folly y not to fcom a Fool ; 

And fcarce in human Wifdom to dp more* 

All Promi/e is poor dilatory Man,» 

And that thro' cv'jy Stage : When young, indeedi^ 

In full Content we, fometimes, nobly reft, 

Un-anxious for ourfehves ; and only wifh. 

As duteous Sons, our Fathers were more wife*. 

At Tkirty. M.2Sifu/peSis himfelf a.Fool f 

Knows it at Fortjy and reforms his Plan ;. 

At Fifty chides his infamous Delay, 

Pulhes his prudent Purpofe to Re/oht r. 

In all the Magnanimity of Thought 

Refolves ; and re-refolves ; then dies the iame., 

And why ? Becaufe he thinks himielf immortal, 
AH Men think all> Men mortal, bat Themfelves f 
Themfelves,. when fbme alarming Shock of Fate 
Strikes through their wounded Hearts the fudden Dread";; 
But their Hearts wounded, like the wounded Air,. 
Soon clofe ; where paft the Shaft, no Trace is found,. 
As from the Wing no Scar the Sky retains ; 
The parted Wave no Furrow from t^e Keel \ 
So dies in human Heaits xJaa TVqnx^x ^i^\>«a^ic^• 
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B4i ^^ COMPLATNT. Nljght f. 

Ev'n with the tender Tear which Nature fhcds 
O'er thofe we love,, we drop it in their Graven 
Can I forget Philander ? That were ftrangc ;• 

my full Heart !— But (hould I give it Vent^ 
The longeft Night, the' longer far, would fail. 
And the LarA lifttn to my Midnight Song« 

The Uprightly Z^'s.fhrill Matin- wakes the Mom p 
Grief^s fharpeft Thorre hard* preffing on my Breaft,. 

1 ftrive,. widi wakefol Melody,, to chear. 

The fullenr Gloom, fweet Philomel! like Thce» 

And call'tiie Stars to liften : Ev'ry Star 

Is deaf to mine, enamoured of thy Lay. 

Yet be not vain ; there are^. who thine excel. 

And charm thro^ diflant Ages :: Wrapt in Shade,. 

Pris'ner of Darknefs ! to the filent 2f<9«r/,. 

How often I repeat their Rage divine^ 

To lull my Grieftj and ftealfmy Heart from Woe l^ 

I roll their Raptures, but not catch their. Fire.. 

Dark, tho' not. blind,, like the<v M^eonides ! 

Qr, Miltwil thee; ah! could I reach your Straiiii: 

Qx His J who made M^nnidts ovarOwn. 

Man too He fung : Immortal. Mian I.iing ; - 

Oft burfts my Song beyond -the Bounds ofXife ; 

What, »9iv,. but immortality can pleaie ?. 

had/fiP'prefs'd hi9^Theme,.purfu/d the Txack>. 

Which opens'oufc of .Darknefs into Day ! . 

O had he mounted 'on his Wing- of Fire,, 

Soar'd, where I ilnk, and fung Immortalize I': 

H6w had it bleft Mankind, , and xefcui'd jnei. 
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** T^HEN the Cod crew, ;&^ «w^/?' — Smote by that Eye^ 
WKich l6oks on-me,cm-MU ThafrPow-'i^ who bids. 
This MkinightCentineh with Clarion flirrl^i 
Emblem of that which fhall awake the Dead, 
Roufe Souls from Slumber;, into Thoughts of Heofvetu. 
Shall I tooweep ? Where then is Fortitude ?: 
And Foftitude abandon -d, where h Man ? 
h know thfe. Terms ort* which. he ftes the Light ; ; 
He that is bom, is lifted 5 Lift is War ; 
Eternal War with- Woe. Who bears it bcft, 
Defervesit leaft.— On other Themes FU dwell.' . 
Lorenzo ! kt-me-tmTi my ThougliftS' o»-Thee, 
And, Thiney. on Themes may profit-; profit there. 
Where moft thy Need. Themes, too, the genuine Growth'^, 
Of dear Phila^fder^s Duft. He, thus, tho* dead, 
Ma)iiiill befriend'^— WKatThemcsi Time^s^f^ndxxAk\^x\t^^ 
Deaths Friendfiiipy aad .P.hii.k» !>».%?• vjmtt\Xc»n*c. 
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So could I touch'thefe Themes, as might obtain 
Thine Ear, nor leave tiiy Heart quite difengag*d, « 

The good Deed would deHght me ; half-imprefs 
On my daik Cloud an Iris ; ai;id from Grief 
Call- Glory — Doft thoa mourn Ph i l an d e r's Fate ? 
I know thou fay'ft it : Says thy Life the fame ? 
He mourns the Dead, who lives as they dcfire. 
Where is that Thrift, that Avarice of TIME, 
{O glerious Avarice!) Thought of Deadhi infpires. 
As rumour'd Robberies endear our Gold ? 
O Time / than Gold more facred ; more a Load 
Than Lead, to Fools ; and Fools reputed Wife; 
What Moment granted Man without Account ? 
Wh^? Yeecps are fquander'd, ^f?/2fe«»'s Debt ipipaid! 
Our Wealth in Days all due 'to /to Diichargc. 
Halle, hafte. He lies in wait. He's at the Door, 

«^R6diou8 Death / . ^ould his ^rcmg Hand -anred:|, 

No Compoiition fets the Prisoner free. 

£ferttity*s inexorable Chain 

j^^il binds ; and Vengeance dahns the full Arrear; 

How late I fhudder'd on the Brink ! how late 
Life calPd for her 1^ Refuge in Defpair ! 
That Time IS mine, O Mead, to Thee I owe j. 
Fain would I pay thee with Eternity, 
But ill my Genius anfwers my Deiire ;. 
My fickly Song is mortal, pall thy Cure. 
Accept the Wtll ; — That dies not with my Strain^ 

For what calls thy Difeafe, Loreitzo I Not 
Eor E/cuIapianj but for Moral Aid. 
Thou think'fl- it Folly to be wife too fowr.. « 
7outh is not rich in Time ; it may be, poor j 
Part with it as with Money, {paring ; pay 
No Moment^, but in Purchafe of its Worth ; 
And what its Worth, a& Death-beds ; they can tclL : . 
Art with it as with. Lifi? j reluasftit 5. Wg 
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With holy Hope of nobler Time to come ; 
Time higher-aim'd, Hill nearer the great Mark 
Of Men and Angels ; Virtue more divine. 

Is this our Dutyy Wifdom^ Glory y Gain? 
(Theje Heav'n benign in vital Union binds) 
And fport we like the Natives of the Bough, 
When vernal Suns infpire ? Amufement reign* 
Man's great Demand : To trifle is to live : 
And is it then a Trifle, too, to die ? 

Thou fay'ft \ preachy Lorenzo ! *Tis confef!. 
What if, for onge, I preach thee quite arwake ? 
Who wants Amufement in the Flame of Battle ? 
Is it not Treafon to the Soul immortaly 
Her Foes in Arms, Eternity the Prize ? 
Will Toys amufe, when Med'cines cannot cure ? 
When Spirits ebb, when Life's enchanting Scenes 
Their Luftre lofe, and leiTen in our Sightj^ 
As Lands and Cities with their glitt'ring Spires, 
To the poor ihatter*d Bark, by fudden Storm 
Thrown off to Sea, and foon to perifti there ; 
Will Toys amufe ? No : Thrones will then be Toys, 
And Earth and Skies feem Dufl upon the Scale* 

Redeem we Time ? — Its Lofs we dearly buy. 
What pleads Lorenzo for his high-priz'd Sports ? 
He pleacls Time's num'rous Blanks ; he loudly pleads 
I'he ftraw-like Trifles on Life's common Stream. 
From whom thofe Blanks and Trifles y but from Thee ? 
No Blanky no Trifley Nature made, or meant. 
Virtue, or furfos'd Virtue, ftill be thine ; 
This cancels thy Complaint at once ; This leaves 
In A^ no Trifle, and no Blank in Time. 
This greatens, fills, immortalizes All ; 
This, the bleft Art of turning ail to Gold; 
This, the good Heart's Prerogative to raife 
A royal Tribute, from the ]j^oi^&.Wo\ix^% 
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Immenfe Revenue ! ev'ry Moment Pdys. 

If nothing more than Purfo/e in tty Power ; 

Thy Purpofe firm, is equal to the Deed : 

Who does the heil his Circumflance allows. 

Does well, a£ls, nobly ; Angels could no more. 

Our outivard A^^, indeed, admits ReHraint : 

*Tis not in Things o'er nought to domineer ; 

Guard well thy Thought 5 our Thoughts are heard in 

On aH important. Time, thro' ev'ry Age, [Heaven- 
Tho' much, and warm, the Wife have urg'd ;, the Maa 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an Hour. 
*' Pve loft a Dtfy"— The Prince who nobly cry'd^ 
Had been an Emperor without his Crown ; 
Of Romt i Say, rather, Lord of human Race : 
He fpoke, as if deputed by Mankind. 
So ifiould all fpeak : So Reafin fpeaks in All ; 
From the foft Whifpers of that God in Man> 
Why fly to Folly, why to Phrenfy fly, 
For Refcuc from the BUJJtngs we poflefs t 
Timey the Supreme ! — Time is Eternity; 
Pregnant with all Eternity can give^ 
Pregnant with all, that makes Archangels fmile*. 
Who murders Time^^ He cruflies in the Birth 
A Pow'r ethereal, only not ador'd* 

Ah ! how unjuft to Natui-e, and Himfelf, 
Is thoughtlefs, thanklefs, inconfiHent Man ! 
Lfke Children babbling Nonfenfe m their Sports^ 
We cenfure Nature for a Span too fliort ; 
That Span too Ihort, we tax as tedious too ; 
Torture Invention, all Expedients tire. 
To lafti the ling'ring Moments into fpeed. 
And whirl us Chappy Riddance !). from ourfelves.- 
jirty brainlefs jirt ! our furious Charioteer, 
(For Nature*^ Voice unftifled would recall) 
J^xives Meadlong tow'rds the Preci]^w of DcatJi ; 



On TVw^i BHatB^ Frien^ip. 19 

B^aiiiyiiioft our Dread; DemSxtbus dkmt dreadful made $ 

O what a Riddle of Abfurdity ! 

Leifwi is Pain ; takes off our Chariot-wheels j 

How heavily wc drag the Load of Life ! 

Bleft Leifure is our Cnrfe ; like that of Cain^. 

It makes us wander ; wander Earth around 

To fly that Tyrant, Thought. As Atlas groan^ii 

The World beneath, we groan beneath an Hour.. 

We cry for Mercy to the next Amufement ; 

The next Amufement mortgages our Fields ! 

Slight Inconvenience ! Priibns hardly frown» 

From hateful Time if Prifons fet us free. 

Yet when Death kindly tenders us Relief, 

We call him cruel ; Years to Moments ihrink^ 

Ages to Years. The Telefcope is tnm*d. 

To Man's falfe Optics (from his Folly falfe) 

9mm, in Advance, behind him hides his Wing8> 

And feems to creep, decrepit with his Age : 

Behold him, when paft by ; what then is feen. 

But his broad Pinions fwifter than the Winds ? 

And all Mankind, in Contradidion flrong, 
Rueful, aghaft ! cry out on his Career. 

Leave to thy Foes thcfe Errors, and thefe His ; • 

To Nature juft, their Caufi and Cure explore. 

Not fhort Heav'n*s Bounty, boundlefs our Expence ; 

No Niggard, Nature ; Men are Prodigals. 

We ivafte^ not ufe our Time ; we breathe, not live* 

Time ixjafted is Exiftence, «/*d is Life. 

And bare Exiftence ^ Man, to live ordain M, 

Wrings, and opprefTes with enormous Weight. 

And why ? fince Time was giv'n for Ufe, not Wafte. 

Injoin'd to fly ; with Tempeft, Tide, and Stars, 

To keep his Speed, nor ever wait for Man ; 

7/Ws Ufe was doom'd a Pleafure ; Wafte^ ^^"ms^x 

That Man might ^/ Ivia ^.ttot, \£ nxcAwcwx 
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And, feeling, fly to Labour for his Cure ; 

Not, blundering, fplit on Idlehcfs for Eafe. 

Life's Cares are Comforts ; fuch by Heav'n defign'd ; 

He that has none, mufl make them, or be wretched. 

Cares are Employments ; and without Employ 

The Soul is on a Rack ; the Rack of Refly 

To Souls moft adverfe ; Adion all their Joy. 

Here, then, the Riddle, mark'd above^ unfolds ; 
Then Time turns Torment, when Man turns a Fool. 
We rave, we wreflle with Great Nature^i Plan ; 
We thwart the Deity ; and 'tis decreed. 
Who thwart His Will, fhall contradid their own. 
Hence our unnatural Quarrel with ourfelves ; 
Our Thoughts at Enmity ; our Bofom-broil ; 
We puih Time from us, and we wifh Him back ; 
Laviih of Luf^ ums, and yet fond of Life ; 
Life we think long, and fhort ; Death feek, and fhun | 
Body and Soul, like peevi& Man and Wife,^ 
United jar, and yet are loth to part. 

Oh the dark Days of Vanity ! while Here, 
How taflelefs ! and how Terrible, when gone ! 
Gone ? they ne'er go ; when paft, they haunt us ftill j 
The Spirit walks of &/*ty Day deceased ; 
And fmiles an Angel, oi a Fury frowns. 
Nor Death, nor Life, delight us. If Time pajf^ 
And Time pojfefty both pain us, what can pleafe ? 
That which the Deity to pleafe ordain'd. 
Time «/V. The Man who confecrates his Hours 
By vigorous Effort, and an honeft Aim, 
At once he draws the Sting of Life and Death ; 
He ivalks fwith Nature ; and her Paths are Peace. 

Our Error's Caufe and Cure are feen : See next 
Time's Nature^ Origin^ Importance^ Speedy 
And thy great Gain from urging his Career.— 
AJJ'fenfual Man^i becaufe uatoadi'd, unfeen> 
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He looks on Time as nothing. Nothing elfe 
Is trtily Man's ; 'tis Fortune's. — Time's a God. 
Haft Tiou ne'er heard of Time's Omnipotence ? 
For, or againft, what Wonders can he do ! 
And nuill: To ftand blank Neuter he difdains. 
Not on tho/e Terms was Time (Heav'n's Stranger !) fent 
On his important EmbafTy to Man. 
Lorenzo !'no: On the long-daftin'd Hour, 
From everlafting Ages growing ripe, 
That memorable Hour of wond'rous Birth, 
When the Dread Sire, on Emanation bent. 
And big with Nature, riiing in his Might, 
Caird forth Creation (for tlien Time was horn). 
By Godhead ftreaming thro' a thoufand Worlds ; 
Not on ibcfe Terms, from the great Days of Heaven, 
From old Eternity's myfterious Orb* 
Was Time cut off, and caft beneath the Skies ; 
The Skies, which watch him in his new Abode, 
Meafuring his Motions by revolving Spheres ; 
That Horologe Machinery Divine. 
Hours, Days, and Months, and Years, his Children, play. 
Like num'rous Wings aroiyid hinr, as he flies : 
Or, rather, as unequal Plumes they fhape 
His ample Pinions, fwift as darted Flame, 
To gain his Goal, to reach his antient Reft, 
And join anew Eternity his Sire ; 
In his Immutability to neft. 

When Worlds^ that count his Circles now, unhing'd, 
(Fate the loud Signal founding) headlong rufh 
'To timelefs Night and Chaos, whence they pofe. 

Why fpur the Speedy ? Why with Levities 
New-wing thy fliort, ihort Day's too rapid Flight ? 
Know'ft thou, or what thou doft, or what is done ? 
Man flies from Time^ and Timi from Man ; too fooa 
Jn fad Divorce this doable "iXMj^ tifi9& txA \ 
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And then, wJiere are we? where, Lorenzo ! then 
Thy Sports ? thy Pomps ?— I grant thee, in a Sut« 
Not unambitious ; in the n^d Shroud^ 
Thy Parian Tomb's triumphant Arch beneath* 
Has Death his Fopperies ? Then well may Life 
Put on her Plume, and in her Rainbow fhine. 

Ye 'well-arrafd ! Ye Lilies of our Land ! 
Ye Lilies Male ! who neither toil, nor fpin, 
(As Sifter Lilies might) if not fo wife 
As Solomon^ mOre fumptuous to the Sight ! 
-Ye Delicate! who nothing can fupport, 
Yourfelves moft infupportable ! for whom 
The Winter Rofe muft blow, the Sun put on 
A brighter Beam in Leo ; filky-foft 
Fa'vonius breathe ftill fofter, or be chid ; 
And other Worlds fend Odours, Sawce, and Song, 
And Robes, and Notions, fram'd in foreign Looms ! 
O ye Lorenzo s of our Age ! who deem 
One Moment unamus'd, a Mifery 
Not made for feeble Man ! who call aloud 
For ev'ry Bawble, drivell'd o'er by Senfe ; 
$f or Rattles, and Conceits of ev'ry Caft, 
For Change of Follies, and Relays of Joy, 
To drag your Patient through the tedious Length 
Of a ihort Winter's Z>^— fay. Sages ! fay. 
Wit's Oracles ! fay. Dreamers of gay Dreams ! 
How will you weather an eternal Nighty 
Where fuch Expedients fail ? 

O treach'rous Confcience I while fhe feems to fleep 
On Ro/e and Myrtle^ luU'd with Syren Song; 
While (he feems, nodding o'er her Charge, to drop 
On hsziilong Appetite the fIacken*d'Rein» 
And give us up to Licence^ anrecall'd, 
Unmarkt;— See, from behind ^er fecret Stand, 
The Hy Informs: znuittte« ev'ry Fault, 
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And her dread Diary with Horror fills. 

Not the grofs Aii alone employs her Pen 5 

She reconnoitres Fancy^s airy Band, 

A watchful Foe ! The formidable Spy, 

Lill'ning, o'erhears the Whifpers of our Camp : 

Our dawning Purpofes of Heart explores. 

And Heals our Embryos of Iniquity. 

As all-rapacious Ufurers conceal 

Their Doomfday-book from all-confuming Heirs ; 

TJius, wiUi Indulgence mofl fevere. She treats 

Us Spend^ifts of ineftianable Time ; 

Unnoted, notes each Moment mifapply'd ; 

In Leaves more durable than Leaves of Brafs, 

Writes our whole Hiftory ; which Death (hall read 

In ev'ry pale Delinquent's private Ear ; 

And Judgment publifh ; publilh to more Worlds 

Than this ; and endlefs Age in Groans refound. 

Lorenzo, Juch that Sleeper in thy Breail ! 

Such is her Slumber; and her Vengeance y«f/& 

Per flighted Counfel ; fucb thy future Peace ! 

^nd think'ft thou ftill thou canft be wife toofoon? 

But why on Time fo lavifli is my Song ? 
On this great Theme kind Nature keeps a School, 
T'o teach her Sons Herfelf. Each Night we die, 
Each Mom are bom anew : Each Day, a Life ! 
And ihall we kill each Day ? If Trifling kills ; 
^ure Vice jnufl butcher. O what Heaps of Slain 
Cry out for Vengeance on us ! Time deftroy'd 
Is Suicide^ where more than Blood is fpilt. 
Time flies. Death urges. Knells call, Heav'n invites^ 
Hell threatens : All exerts ; in Eflbrt, All ; 
Mort than Creation ial}ours 1 — Labours mtiref 
And is there in Creation, what, amidfl 
This Tumult Univerfal, wingM Difpatch^ 
And ardent Energy, fuplnely yawa&l" ■ 
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Man deeps ; and Man alone ; and Matty whofe Fate^ 

Fate, irreverflble, intire, extreme, 

Endlefs, hair-hung, breeze- (haken, o'er the Gulph 

A Moment trembles ; drops I and Matty for whom 

All elfe is in Alarm ; Matt^ the fole Caufe 

Of this furrounding Storm ! And yet he fleeps. 

As the Storm rock'd to Reft.— Throw Tears away ? 

Throw Empires y and be blamelefs. Moments feize ; 

Heav'n's on their Wing : A Moment we may wifh. 

When Worlds want Wealth to buy. Bid Day ftand ilill. 

Bid him drive back his Car, and reimport 

The Period paft, regive the given Hour, 

Lorenzo, tniu-e than Miracles we want; 

Lorenzo — O for Yeilcrdays to come ! 

Such is the Language of the Man a-Lvake ; 
His Ardour fuch, for what opppeffes l^hee. 
And is his Ardour vain, Lorenzo ? No; 
That ttiore xhsLti Miracle the Gods indulge ; 
^o-day is Yejlerday return'd ; returnM 
Full-pow'r'd to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn. 
And reinftate us on the Rock of Peace*. 
Let it not fhare its PrcdecefTor's Fate ; 
Nor, like its elder Sillers, die a Fool. 
Shall it evaporate in Fume ? Fly off 
Fuliginous, and flain us deeper ftill ? 
Shall we be poorer for the Plenty pour'd ? *■ 

More wretched for the Clemencies of Heaven ? 

Where fhall I find Him F Angels ! tell me where. 
Tou know him : He is near you : Point him out : 
Shall I fee Glories beaming from his Brow ? 
Or trace his Footfteps by the rifmg Flowers ? 
Your golden Wings, ttoio hov'ring o'er him, fhed 
Protedlion ; now, are waving in Applaufe 
To that bleft Son of Forefight ! Lord of Fate ! 

. That 
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That awful Independent on To^morro^ / 
Whofe WbrJt is done ; who triumphs in tlie Pafi ; 
Whofe Yefterdays look backward with a Smile ; 
Nor, like the Parthian y wound him as they fly ; 
That common, but opprobrious Lot ! Paft Hour&> 

If not by Guilt, yet wound us by their Flight, 

If Folly bounds our Profpeft by the Grave, 

All Feeling of Futurity benumb'd ; , 

All God-like Paffion for Eternals quencht ; 

All Rcliih of Realities expir'd ; 

Renounced all Cprrefpondence with the Skies ; 

Our Freedom chain'd \ quite winglefs our Defire ; 

In Senfe dark-prifon'd all that ought to foar ; 

Prone to the Centre ; crawling in the Dull .; 

Difmounted ev'ry great and glorious Aim ; 

Embruted ev'ry Faculty divine 5 

Heart-bury'd in the Rubbifh of the World. 

The World, that Gulph of Souls, immortal Souls, 

Souls elevate. Angelic, wing'd with Fire 

To reach the diilant Skies, and triumph there 

On Thrones, which ihall not mourn their MaAers changed; 

Tho* we from Earth ; Ethereal^. They that felL 

Such Veneratioh due, O Man, to Man. 

Who venerate thcmfelves, the World defpife. 
For what, gay Friend ! is this e/cutcheon*d World, 
Which hangs out DEATH in one eternal Night ? 
A Night, that glooms us in the Noon-tide Ray, 
And wraps our Thought, at Banquets, in the Shroud, 
Life's little Stage is a fmall Eminence, 
Inch-high the Grave above ; that Home of Man^ 
Where dwells the Multitude ; We gaze around ; 
We read their Monuments ; we figh ; and while 
We figh, we fink ; and are what we deplor'd ; 
Lamenting, or Lamented, all our Lot ! 

h Death at Dift'axicc? No : li<5;\i.^\«!etLQtv^^5«e.\ 
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And giv'n fure Earneft of his final filovv. 

Thofe Hours, which lately fmil'd, where are they bow? 

Pallid to Thought, and ghaftly ! drown'd, all drowii*d 

In that great Deep, which nothing diiembogiies ! 

And, dying, they bequeathed thee fmall Renown. 

The reft are on the Wing : How fleet their Flight I 

Already has the fatal Train took Fire ; 

A Moment, and the World's blown up to thee ; 

The Sun is Darknefs, and the Stars are Duft. 

'Tis greatly wife to talk with our paft Hours ; 
And aik them, what Report they bore to Heaven ; 
And how they might have borne more welcome News. 
Their Anfwers form what Men Experience call ; 
If Wifdom^% Friend, her beft ; if not, worft Foe. 
O reconcile them 1 Kind Experience cries, 
" There's nothing bene, but what as nothing weighs ; 
*• The more oar Joy, the more we know it vain \ 
" And by Saccefs are tutor'd to Defpair." 
Nor is it only thus, but muft be fo. 
Who knows net this, tho* Grey, is ftill a Child, 
Loofe then from Earth the Grafp of fond Deiire, 
Weigh Anchor, and fomc happier Clime explore. 

Art thou fo moor'd thou canft not difengage, 
N»r give thy Thoughts a Ply to future Scenes ? 
Since, by Life's paBiAg Breath, blown up from Earth, 
Light, as the Summer's Duft, we take in Air 
A Moment's %v^^j Flight, and fall again ; 
Join die dull Mafs, increase the trodden Soil, 
And deep till Earth herfelf fliall be tio more ; 
Since Tkten (as Emmets, their fmall World o'crthrown) 
We, fore-amaz'd, from out Earth's Ruins crawl. 
And rife to Fate extreme of Foul or Fair, 
As Man's own Choice (Controuler of the Skies !) 
As Man's defpotic V/ill, perhaps 9m Hour, 
(O hasu Omnipotent is Time I) decrees % 

7 .. Should 
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Should not tdidH Warning give a ftrong Alarm ? 
Warning, for lefs than that of Eofom torn 
From Bofom, bleeding o'er the facred Dead \ 
Should not each Dial ftrike us as we pafs, 
Portentous, as the nvritten TVally which ftruck> 
O'er midnight Bowls, the proud AJfyrian pale, 
Ere- while high-fiufht with Infolence and Wine f ^ 
Like Thati ^^ Dial fpeaks ; and points to thee, 
Lorenzo ! loth to break thy Banquet up : 
** O Man, thy Kingdom is departing from thee ; 
•* And, while it lafts, is emptier than my Shade." 
Its iilent Language fuch : Nor need'ft diou call 
Thy Mffg-i", to dccypher what it means. 
Know, like the Median ^ Fate is in Ay Walh : 
Doft afkj Htnv? Whence? BelJhazzarAikt, amazM! 
Man's Make inclofes the fure Seeds of Death ; 
Li/e feeds the Murderer : Ingrate ! he thrives 
On her own Meal, and then his Niu-fe devours. 

But here, Lorenzo, the Delufion lies ; 
That Solar SJbaJo^, as it meafures Life, 
It Life refembles too : Life fpeeds away 
From Point to Point, tho* feeming to Itand ftiU, 
The cunning Fugitive is fwift by Stealth : 
Too fubtle is the Movement to be feen ; 
Yet foon Man's Hour is up, and we are gone. 
Warnings point out our Danger ; Gnomons j Time : 
As thefe are trfelefs when the Sun is fet ; 
So ibo/hy but when more glorious Reafon fhines, 
Rcqfon fhould judge in all ; in Reafon's Eye, 
That Sedentary Shadow travels hard. 
But fuch our Gravitation to the Wrong, 
5o prone our Hearts to whifper what we wifh, 
*Tis later with the Wife, than he's aware ; 
A Wilmington goes flpwer than the Sun \ 
And all Mankind miilake xKeVt Tvcw^ ol^-aw^ > 

C * - 
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Ev*n Age itfelf. Frefh Hopes are hourly fpwfi ■ 
In flirrow'd Brows. So gentle Life's Defcent, 
We ihut our Eyes, and think it is a Plain. 
We take fair Days in Winter, for the Spring ; 
And turn our Ble^ngs into Bane. Since oft 
Man muft compute that Age He cannot ^^/, 
He fcarce believes he's older for his Years. 
Thus, at Life's lateft Eve, we keep in Store 
One Difappointment fure, to crown the Reft ; 
The Difappointment of a promised Hour. 

On ThiSy or Similar, Philander ! Thoa 
Whofe Mind was moral, as the Preacher's Tongue ; 
And fh-ong, to wield all Science, worth the Name ; 
How often we talk'd down the Summer's Son, 
And cool'd our Paflions by the breezy Stream ! 
How often thaw'd and fhorten'd Winter's Eve, 
By Conflift kind, that ilruck out latent Truth, 
Beil found, fo fought ; to the Reclufe more coy ! 
Thoughts difintangle, pafling o'er the Lip ; 
Clean runs the Thread ; if not, 'tis thrown away. 
Or kept to tie up Nonfenfe for a Song ; 
Song, fafhionably fruitlefs ; fuch as flains 
The Fancy i and unhallow'd PaJJion fires ; 
Chiming her Saints to Cytherea's Fane. 

Know'H thou, Lorrnzo ! what a Friend contains? 
As Bees mixt Ne^ar draw from fragrant Flow'rs, 
So Men from FRIENDSHIP, Wi/dom and Delight ; 
Twins ty'd by Nature ; if they part, they die. 
Haft thou no Friend to fet thy Mind abroach ? 
GW Sen/e will ftagnate. Thoughts ihut up, want Air, 
And fpoil, like Bales unopen'd to the Sun. 
Had Thought been All, fweet Speech had been deny'd; 
Speech, Thought's Canal ! Speech, Thought's Criterion 
Thought in the Mine, may come forth G oId,or Drofs j [too ! 
When coin'd in Word, we know its real Worth. 

7 If 
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If (Icrling, ftore it for thy future Ufe ; 
'Twill buy thee Benefit ; perhaps, Renown. 
Thought, too, deliver'd, is the more poffell ; 
Teaching, we learn ; and, giving, we retaia 
The Births of Intelleft ; when dumb, forgot. 
Speech ventilates our intelledual Fire ; 
Speech burnilhes our Mental Magazine j 
Brightens, for Ornament ; and whets, for Ufe. 
What Numbers, fheath'd in Erudition, lie 
Plung'd to the Hilts in venerable Tomes, 
And rufled in ; who might have borne an Edge, 
And play'd a iprightly Beam, if bom to Speech 5 
If born bleft Heirs of half their Mother's Tongue ! 
'Tis Thought's Exchange, which, like th'altcmatc Pufli 
Of Waves confiiding, breaks the learned Scum, 
And defecates the Student's ftanding Pool. 

In 'Contemplation is his proud Refource ? 
*Tis poor, as proud, by Cowverfe nnfuftain'd. 
Rude Thought runs wild in Contemplation* s Field ; 
Converfiy the Menage, breaks it to the Bit 
Of due Reftraint ; and Emulation*^ Spur 
Gives graceful Energy, by Rivals aw'd. 
'TIS Converfe qualifies for Solitude ; 
As Exercife, for falotary Reft. 
By that untutor'd. Contemplation raves ; 
, And Nature's Fool, by Wi/dom*s is outdone. 

Wifdom^ tho- richer than Perwvian Mines, 
And Aveeter than the (weet Ambrofial Hive, 
What is atity but the Mjcans of Happiwfs F 
That unobtain'd, than Folly more a Fool ; 
A melancholy Fool, without her Bells. 
Friendjhipy the Means of Wifdom, riciily gives 
The precious End, which makes our Wifdom wife. 
Nature y in Zeal for human Amity, 
Denies, or damps, an undivided Joy, 

C 3 v^ 
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Joy is an Import ; Joy is an Exchange ; 

Joy flies Monopolies : It calls for T<wo ; 

Rich Fruit! heav'n planted I ne\'er pluckt by Ojw. 

Needful Auxiliars arc our Friends, to giVc 

To /octal Man true Reliih of himfelf. 

Pull on ourfelves defcending in a Line 

J^leafure^s bright Beam, is feeble in Delight : 

Delight intenfe, is taken by Rebound j 

Reverberated Pleafures fire the Breaft. 

Celeflial Happine/s^ whene'er fhe iloOps 
To vifit Earth, One Shrine the Goddefs findft* 
And One alone, to make her fwcet Amends 
For abfent Heav'n — the Bofom of a Friend ; 
Where Heart meets Heart, reciprocally foft^ 
Each other's Pillow to Repofe divine. 
Beware the Counterfeit : In PaJ/tJiH^s Fkme 
Hearts melt ; but melt like Ice, foon harder &oe^r 
True Love ftrikes Root in Rea/ou ; PaffionV Foe ^~ 
Virtue alpne entenders us for Life : 
I wrong her much — entenders us for ever : 

Of Friendjhip's faireft Fruits, the Fruit mOft fidr 
Is Virtue kindling at a Rival Fire, 

And, emuloujljy rapid in her Race. 

O tlie foft Enmity ! Endeftring Strife ! . . 

This carries Friendihip to her nooH-tide Pcttttt^ . 

And gives the Rivet of Eternity. 

From Friendjhip^ which outlives ftiy former Tlielttesw 

Glorious Survivor of old 7/W, and Death ! 

From Friendfhip, thus, djat Flow'r of Heavenly Steedi^ 

The Wife extra^ Earth's ra6ft Hyhlean Bliis, 

Superior Wifdom, cfown'd with fmiling Jby. 
But for whoni bloiToms this ^fyfian Fk*tfierf 

Abroad They find, who dieriih it at titmu. 

Lorenzo ! pardon what my Love extorts. 

An honeft Love> and not afraid to Frown* 

Tho* 



On Timey Deatby Friendfhip. 31 

Tho' Choice of Follies fallen on the Greats 
None clings more obHinate, than Fancy fond. 
That facred Friendlhip is their eafy Prey ; 
Caught by the Wafture of a Golden Lure, 
Or Fafcinatioji of a high-born Smile. 
Their Smiles, the Grtat^ and the Coquet^ throw ottt 
For Others Hearts, tenacious of their Own ; 
And we no lefs of ours, when fucb die Bait. 
Ye Fortune's Cofferers ! Ye Pow'rs of Wealth I 
You do your Rent-rolls moft felonious Wrong, 
By taking our Attachment to Teur/el<ves. 
Can Gold gain Friendship ? Impudence of Hope t 
As well mere Man an Angel might beget. 
Love, and Love only, is the Loaa for Love. 
Lorenzo ! Pride repreis ; nor hope to £nd 
A Friend, bat what h^ found a Piiend in Thee. 
All like the Purchafe ; few the Price wtU pay ; 
And this makes Fiiends Aich Mirascle^ below. 
What if (iince Daring on lb nice a Thcfl^y 
I ihew thee Friendihip Delicate^ as Dev* 
Of tender Violations apt to die ? 
Refirve will wound it ; and Difirufi^ dctbroy. 
Deliberate on all Things with thy Friend. 
But &ice Friends grow not thick on ev'ry Bought 
Nor ev'ry Friend uarotten at the Core $ 
Firft, on thy Friend, deliberate with TKyfclf ; 
Paufe, ponder, Mt ; not Eager in the Choice^ 
Nor Jealous of the Chofen ; Fixing, Fix ; 
Judge before Friendihip, then conide till Death* 
Well, for thy Friend ; but Nobler £ar, for Thee j 
How gallant Danger for Earth's Higheft Prize I 
A Friend is worth all Hazard we can run. 
** Poor is the Friendlefs Mafter of a Worid : 
** A World in Purchafc for a Friend b Gain.'* 

C4 ^^ 
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So fung He (Angels hear that Angel fing ! 
Angels from Friendfhip gather Half their Joy) 
So fung pHiLiVNDERy as his Friend went round 
In the rich Ichory in the gen'rous Blood 
Of Bacchus, purple God of joyous Wit, 
A Brow folute, and ever-laughing Eye. 
He drank long Health, and Virtue, to his Friend; 
His Friend, who warm'd him more, who more infpir*d» 
Friendjkip^B the Wine of Life ; but Friendfhip ne*w 
(Not fuch was His) is neither Strong, nor Pure. 

! for the bright Complexion, cordial Warmth, 
And elevating Spirit, of a Friend, 

For Twenty Summers ripening by my Side ; 
All Feculence of Falfhood long thrown down ; 
All focial Virtues riiing in his Soul ; 
As CryHal clear ; and fmiling, as they rife ! 
Here NeAar flows ; it fparkles in our Sight ; 
Rich to the Tafle, and genuine from the Heart. 
High- flavoured BJifs for Gods I on Earth how rare ! 
On Eaith how loft ! — Philander is no more. 
^ Think'ft thou the Theme intoxicates my Song ? 
Am I too warm ? — Too warm I cannot be. 

1 lov'd him much ; but now I love him more. 
Like Birds, whofe Beauties languilh, half conceal'd. 
Till, mounted on the Wing, their glofly Plumes 
Expanded fhine with Azure, Green, and Gold ; 
How Blefllngs brighten as they take their Flight I ^ 
His Flight Philander took; his Upward Flight, 
li ever Soid afcended. Had he dropt, 

(That Eagle Genius !) O had he let fall 
One Feather as he flew ; I, then, had wrote. 
What Friends might flatter ; prudent Foes forbear; 
Rivals fcarce damn; and Zoilus reprieve. 
Yet what I C9,n, I muft : It were profane 
To quench a Glory lighted at the Skies, 

And 
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And caft in Shadows his illuftrious Clofe. 
Strange ! the Theme moft affeding, moll fublime, 
Momentoas mofl to Man, ihould ileep unfung I 
And yet it ileeps, by genius unawak'd, 
Painim or Cbriftian ; to the Blufh of Wit. 
Man's highefl Triumph ! Man's profounded Fall ! 
The Heath-bed of 'the Juft ! is yet undrawn 
By mortal Hand : It merits a Pivine : 
Angels ihould paint it, Angels ever There ; ' 
There, on a Poll of Honour, and of Joy. 

Dare I prefume, then? But Philander bids; 
And Glory tempts, and Inclination calls ■ 
" Yet am I llruck ; as Uruck the Soul, beneath 
Aereal Groves impenetrable Gloom ; 
Or, in fbme mighty Ruin*% folemn Shade; 
Or, gazing by pale Lamps on high-horn Dufi^ 
In Vaults ; thin Courts of poor Unfl^tter'd Kings I 
Ori at the Midnight >^//^'s hallow'4 Flame. 

It is Religion to proceed : I paufe ^ 

And enter, aw*d, the Temple of my Theme. 
Is it. his Death-bed ? No : It is his Shrine : 
Behold him, there, juil rifing to a God. 

■ The Chamber where the Good Man meets his Fate. 
Is privileged beyond the common Walk 
Oi 'virtuouf Life, quitp in the Verge of Hcav'n. 
Fly, ye Profane ! If not, draw near with Awe, 
Receive the Bleffing, and adore the Chance, 
That threw in this Bethefda your Difeafe ; 
If unrellor'd by This, defpair your Cure. 
For, Here^ reHfllefs Demonllration dwells 5 ' 
A Death-bed's a Detedor of the Heart. , 

Here tir'd DiJJinmlatUn drops her Mafque, 
Thro' Life's Grimace, that Millrefs of the Scene I 
Here Real, and Apparent, are the Same. 
You fee the illw? ; you fee hiai Hold on HftaH'x».v 
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If found his Vilrtue; as Philander*s, found. 
Heav'n wdts n6t thfe laft Moment ; owhs her Friemis 
On this Side Death ; and points them out to Mttk, 
A Ledure, filent, but of fov^irign Pow'r ! • 
To Vice, Conftfioit j *and to Virtue, Peace. 

Whatever Farce the boaftfid Hero plays, 
Firtue alone Kiw Majeily in Tiekih ; 
And greater ftill, the more the Tyrant frowns. 
Philander! he feverely fibwn'd on Thee. 
** No warning giv'n I Unceremonious Fate \ 
"• A foddfen Rttfh fitHh Lifers meridian Joys ! 
•* A WreflCh from all we k'Vel from all we are / 
** A reftlefs Bed of Pain ! a Plunge opaque 
*« Beyond Conjefture ! Feeble Nature's Dread ! 
«* Strong Rea/bn*s Shudder at the dark Unknown f 
*« A Sun ^xtinguifht ! a juft of>ening Grave ! 
" And Oh ! the laft, laft ; what ? <cah Words exprefs? 
" Thought reach ?) the laft, laft— ^A^<r bif^a Friend V*^ 
Where are thofe Horrors, that Amazement, .wherfe. 
This hideous Group of Ms, yfhich Jtfjgly fhock^ * 
Demand from Man ? — I thought him Man till »««;. 

Thro' Nature's Wrtck, thro* vahqUilht Agohies,. 
(Like the Stars ftfugglihg Aro' this Midnight Gloom) 
What Gleams of joy ? what more than Humah Peace t^ 
Where, tiie frail Mortal ? the poor sabjed Worm J^ 
No, not in Death, the Mortal to be found.. 
His Conduft ik a Legacy for All. 
Richer than Mammmi^s for hia fingle Heir. 
His Comforters, he comfbrts ; Great in- Ruin,. 
With unrelu6feltit Grt«deur> gi^vesy riot yields 
His Soul fublime j and clofes "with his Fate. 

How our Hearts burnt witliin ^s at the Scene r 
Wbeace^ This brate Bound o'er Limits fixt to Man-^ 
His God fuftains him in his final Hour ! 
Hmb 6saX Hotr bribgt Glory to his God I 
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Man's Glory Heav'n vouchfafea to call her own. 
We gaze ; we weep ; mixt Tears of Grief and Joy t 
Amazement ihikes I Devotion burfls to Flame ! 
Cbriftimu Adore ! ^d Infidell Believe.^ 

As fome tall Tow'r, or lofty Mountain's Brow,. 
Detains the Sun, Illuftrious from its Height^ 
While riiing Vapours, 0nd dcfcending Shades* 
With Damps, and Parknefs, drown the fpacious Vale : 
Undampt by Doubt^ Ui^arken'd by ptifsax^ 
Philander, thus, auguftly I'ears his Head, 
At that Black HooT) which gen'ral Horror -fhed&' 
Ori the low LeVel of th'inglorious Throng i- 
Sweet Peace^ and Heav'nly Hopi, and Humble ^oyp 
Divinely beam, on his exalted Soul ^ 
Deilmdion gild, and crown him for the Skies^ 
With incommunicaJ>][e Luibe,, Bright^ 
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NIGHT the THIRD. 

NARCISSI. 

Humbly Infcribed to her Grace 

The DucHEsd of P • 



Igmfcenda quid/nty fcirent Ji igncfcere Manes, 

ViRO. 



FROM Drtamj, where Thought in Fancy's Maze nrns 
To Reajoftf that Heav'n-lighted Lamp in Man> [mad. 
Once more I wake ; and at the deilinM HooTy 
Pundoal as Lovers to the Moment fwom, 
I keep my Aifignation with my Woe, 

O ! Loft to Virtue, Loft to manly Thought, 
Loft to the noble Sallies of the Soul ! 
Who think it Solitude, to be Alone. 
Communion fweet I Communion large, and high I 
Our Rea/ofif Guardtkn Jngelyzxidi our Gtklf 
^hen neareft Thcfe, when Others moft remote ; 
And all, ere long, ftiall be remote. But Thefe, 
How dreadful, Thetiy to meet them all alone, 
A Stranger ! Unacknowledged ! Unapprov'd } 
Now woo them \ wed them ; bind them to thy Breaft ; 
To win thy Wifh, Creation has no more^ 
Or, if we wifti a Fourth, it is a Friend—— 
But Friends, how mortal I Dang'rous the Defire. 

T^« 
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Take Phoebus td yourfelves, ye bafking Bards ! 
Inebriate at fair Fortune's Fountain-head ; 
And reeling thro' the Wildernefs of Joy ; 
Where ^tnfe runs favage, broke from Reajon^i Chain, 
And fmgs falfe Peace, till fmother'd by the Pall. 
My Fortune is unlike ; unlike my Song ; 
Unlike the Deity my Song invokes. 
I to Day^s foft-ey'd Si^er pay my Court, 
(Enoymion's Rival I) and her Aid implore ; 
Now firft implor'd in Succour to the Mu/e* 

Thou, who didft lately borrow * Cynthia's Form, 
And modeflly forego thine Own ! O TSbu 
Who didft thyfelf, at Midnight Hours, infpire ! 
Say, why not Cynthia, Patronefs of Song ? 
As Thou her Crefcent, fhe thy Character 
Affumes ; ftill more a Goddefs by the Change. 

Are there demurring Wits, who dare difpute 
This Revolution in the World mfpir'df 
Ye train Pierian ! to the Lunar Sphere, 
In filent Hour, addrefs your ardent Call 
For Aid immortal ; lefs her Brother's Right. 
She, with the Spheres harmonious, nightly leads 
The mazy Dance, and hears their matchlefs Strain ; 
A Strain for Gods, deny'd tiiijMiptal Ear. 
Tranfmit it heard. Thou SilH^^^^n of Heav'n ! 
What Title, or what Name, «n<nr's thee moft ! 
Cynthia I Cylline I Phoebe !— or doft hear 

With higher Gul!?: fai^ P d of the Skies ? 

Is that the foft Inchantment calls thee down, • 

More pow'rful than of old Circean Charm } 

Come ; but from Heav'nty Banquets with thee bring* 

The Soul of Song, and whifper in mine Ear 

The Theft divine ; or in propitious Dreams 

(For Dreams are Thine) 6wisfufe it thro' the Breaft 

• At the Duke «C N«trfnlK%'^%S^u:*i^t.x ^^^ 
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Of thy firft Votary But not thy laft ; 

If, like thy Namefakt^ Thou art ever kind. 

And kind Thou wilt be ; Kind on fuch a Theme; 
A Theme fo like thee, a quite Lunar Theme, 
Soft, modeA, melancholy, female, fair I 
A Theme that rofe all pale, and told my Soul, 
'Twas Night ; on her fond Hopes perpetual Night ^ 
A Night which fbruck a Damp, a deadlier Damp, 
Than that which finote me from Phi lander's Tomb» 
Narcissa follows, ere his Tomb is clos'd* 
Woes dttfber ; rare are foUtary Woes ; 
They love a Train, they tread each others Heel j 
Htr Death invader His mournful Right, and claims 
The Grief that ftsrted from my Lids for Him : ' 
Seizes the faithlefs, alienated Tear, 
Or (hares it, ere it falls* So frequent Death, 
Sorrow, he more than caufes. He confounds ; 
For human Sight his rival Strokes contend. 
And make Diftrefs, Difbra£Uon. Oh PhilandehI 
What was thy Fate ? A double Fate to me ; 
Portent, and Pain I a Menace, and a JBlow f 
Like the black Raven hov'ring o'er my Peace, 
Not lefs a Bird of Omen, than of Prey. 
It calPd Narcissa long befcu^ her Hour ; 
It caird her tender Soul, by Break of Blifs, 
From the-firfl BlofTom, from the Buds of Joy ^ 
Thofe few oar noxious Fate unbiased leaves. 
In this inclement Clime of human Life. 

Sweet Harmoniil ! and Beautiful as fweet ! 
And Young as beautiful I and Soft as young I 
And Gay as fbft ! and Innocent as gay ! 
And Happy (if aught Happy here) a^ good \. 
For Fortune fond had built her Nell on. high.. 
Like Birds quite exquifite of Note and Plume, 
TnauBxt by Fcue (who loves a lof^ Mark) 
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How from the Siimlhit of the Grove ihe fell^ 
And left it unharmonious ! All its CharAi 
Extinguiiht hi thb Woitders of her Son|r !* 
Her Song dill vibrates in my nvifht Ear, 
Still melting thSere^ tnd with voluptuotts Pain 
(O to foi^g^t her !) thrilUkig thro' my Heart ! 

Swig, Beauty^ Youth, Lovey Virtue, Joy I this Group 
Of bright Ideas, FloVl^Vs of Paradife, 
As yet unforfeit 1 in One Bldae we bind. 
Kneel, and prefent it to the Skies ; as All 
We gueis of Heay'n : Afld the/e v^re all her own- 
And ihe was miisie ; SaA I was— a4;«j moft bled— 
Gay Title of the deepcft Mifery ! 
As Bodies grow more pond'rolts robb*d of Life ; 
Good loft weighs more in Grief,- than gain'd, in Joy- 
Like blofTom'd Tiees o'ertam'd by vernal Storm^ 
Lovely iti Dea/i& the btouteous Auin lay r 
And if in Death ftill lovt^ly. Lovelier There ^ 
Far loveUef I Pity fivclls ^e Tide of Love*. 
And will not the Severe excuie a Sigh ? 
Scorn the proud Man that is aiham'd to weep r 
Our Tears indulged indeed deferve our Shame*. 
Ye that e'er loft an Angel \ pity me. 

Soon as the Luftre languifti'd in her £ye„ 
Dawning a dimmer Day on human Sight j^ 
And on her Cheeky the Reiidence of Springs 
Piale Omen iat ; and fcatter'd Fears around 
On all that (aw (^d who would ceafe to gaze» 
That once hsld feeki^?)^ witK Hafte«. parental Ha&^ 
I flew, I fi^tch'd her from the rigid North, 
Her native Bed, on which bleak Boreas blew^ 
And bore her nearer to the Sun ; the Sun 
(As if the Sun could envy) checkt his Bieam^ 
Deny'd his. Vro&Ced Succour^ or wkh mgk^ 
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Regret beheld her drooping, than the Bells 
Of Lilies ! Faireft Lilies not fo fair. 

Queeh Lilies ! and ye painted Populace ! 
Who dwell in Fields, and lead ambroiial Lives ; 
In Morn and Ev'ning Dew, your Beauties bathe. 
And drink the Sun ; which gives your Cheeks to glow» 
And out-blufh {mine excepted) ev'ry Fair ; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her Hand, 
Which often cropt your Odours, Incenfe meet 
To Thought fo pure. Ye lovely Fugitives ! ■ 
Coaeval Race with Man ! for Man yon fxhile ; 
Why not fmile at him too ? You (hare indeed 
His fudden Pafs ; but npt his conftant Pain. 

So MMi is made, nou^t miniflers Delight, 
But what his glowing Paffions can engage ; 
And gl6wing Paffions, bent on aught Below, 
MuK, foon or late,, with Anguiih turn the Scale ; 
And Anguifh, after Rapture, how fcverc ! 
Rapture ? Bold Man ! who tempts the Wrath divine. 
By plucking Fruit deny'd to mortal Tafte, 
Whilft Herey prefuming on the Rights of Heav'n, 
For Tranfport doft Thou call on ev'ry Hour, 
Lorenzo? At thy Friend's Expence be wife ; 
Lean not on Earth ; 'twill pierce thee to the Heart ; 
A broken Reed, at bed ; but, oft, a Spear ; 
On its fharp Point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. 

Turn, hopelefs Thought! turn from Her:— Thought 
Refenting fallics, and wakes ev'ry Woe. [repell'd; 

Snatch'd ere thy Prime I and in thy bridal Hour ! 
And when kind Fortune, with thy Lover, fmilM ! 
And v/hen high-flavour*d thy frefh-op'ning Joys I 
And when blind Man pronounc'd thy Blifs complete ! . 
And on a Foreign Shore ; where Strangers wept ! 
Strangers to Thee ; and, more furpriiing ftill. 

Strangers 
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Strangers to Kindnefs, wept : Their Eyes let fall 

Inhuman Tears ; ftrange Tears ; that trickled down 

From marble Hearts ! obdurate Tendemefs ! 

A Tendemefs that calPd them more fevere ; 

In Spite of Nature's foft Perfuafion, fteel'd ; 

While Nature melted, Snperftition rav'd ; 

That mourn'd the Dead ; and This deny'd a Grave* 

Their Sighs inccnft ; Sighs foreign to the Will ! 
Their Will Ae Tyger fuck'd, outrag'd the Storm. 
For Oh ! the curft Ungodlinefs of Zeal I 
While Jtnful Flejh relented, ^irit nurft 
In blind Infallibilitf% Embrace, 
The Sainted Spirit petrify'd the Breaft ; 
Deny'd the Charity of Duft, to fpread 
O'er Duft ! a Charity their Dogs enjoy. 
What could I do ? What Succour ? What Refpnrce ? 
With pious Sacrilege a Grave I ftole j 
With impious Piety that Grave I wrong'd ; 
Short in my Duty ; Coward in my Grief ! 
More like her Murderer, than Friend, I crq[>t. 
With foft-fufpended Step ; and, muffled deep 
In Midnight Darkness, <wbi/per*d my Laft Sigh. 
I nuhifper^d what fhbuld echo thro' their Realms : 
Nor writ her Name, whofe Tomb fhould pierce the Skies* 
Prefumptuous Fear ! how durft I dread her Foes, 
While Nature's loudeft Difbtes I obey'd ? 
Pardon Neceffity, Bleft Shade ! Of Grief 
And Indignation rival Burfts I pour'd ; 
Half-execration mingled with my Pray'r ; 
Kindled at Man, while I his God ador'd ; 
Sore grudg'd the Savage Land her Sacred Duft ; 
Stampt the curft Soil ; and with Humanity 
(Deny'd Narcissa) wiih'd them all a Grave. 

Glows my Refentmcnt into Guilt ? What Guilt 
Can equal Violations of the Dead ? 
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The Dead how Sacred ! Sacred is the Dull 
Of this Hcav'n-labour*d Form, eredl, divine ! 
This Heav'n-afTum'd majcftic Robe of Eartli, 
He deign'd to wear, who hung the vaft Expanfe 
With Azure bright, and cloath*d the Sun in Gold* 
When ev'ry Paffion fleeps that can offend ; 
When Urikes us evlry Motive that can melt j 
When Man can wreak his Rancour uncontrQuVd^ 
That ftrongeft Curb on Infult and Ill-will ; ^ 
Then, Spleen to Duft ? the Duft of Innocence ? 
An Angel's Duft ! T his Lucifer tranfcends ; 
When he contended for the Patriarch's Bones^ 
'Twas not the Strife of Malice, but of Pride ; 
The Strife of Pontiff Pride, not Pontiff Gall. 

Far lefs than This is Shocking in a Race 
Moft 'wrettbitl^ but from Streams of mutnal Love.; 
And uncreated J but for Love Divine ; 
And, but for Love Divine, ^s Moment, Z^, 
By Fate reforb'd, and funk in endlefs Night.. 
Man hard of Heart to Man ! ()i horrid Things 
Moft horrid ! 'Mid ftupendous, highly ftrange 1 
Yet oft his Courteiles are iinoother Wrongs 4 
Pride brandiihes the Favours He confers. 
And contumelious his Humanity : 
What then his Vengeance ? Hear it not, ye Stars ! 
And thou, pale Moon ! turn paler al the Sound ; 
Man is to Man the foreft, fureft 111. 
A previous Blaft foretcb the rifmg Storm ; 
O'erwhelming Turrets threaten ere they fall ; 
Volcano's bellow ere they diiembogue ; 
Earth trembles ere her yawning Jaws devour ; 
And Smoke betrays die wide-ccmfuraiag Fire : 
Ruin from Man is moft conceal'd when near. 
And fends the dreadful Tidings in die Blow. 
Is this tlie Flight of Faacy ? Would it were ! 
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Heav'n's Sov'reign faves all Beings but Himfelf, 
7 hat hideous Sight, a luiked human Heart* 

Fir'd is the Mufe ? And let the Mufe be fir'd : 
Who not inflam'dy when what He fpeaks. He fccls^ 
And in the Nerve moft tender, in his Friends ? 
Shame to Mankind ! PhilandeH had his Foe»: 
He felt the Truths I fmg, and I in Him. 
But He^ nor I, £^ more : Paft Ub, Narcissa \ 
Arc funk in Thee, Thou recent Wound of Heart I 
Which bleeds with other Care», with other Pangs 5 
Pangs nom'lDus, as the num'rous Ills that fwarm'd 
O'er thy diftinguiflit Fate, and, cluifring There 
Thick as the Locuft on the Land of Nile^ 
Made Death more deadly, and more dark the Grave, 
Refledt (if not forgot my tondiing Tale) 
Hew wiis each Cireinrftaitice with Afpic« alift'd? 
An Afpic^ £&di ;^ and' Afl, wt Hydt^it^f^ 
What fbong »rmkm Yirtve tenld fttQoef^ 
Or is iHYlrtdie to be conqoer'd Here i 
This hoary Ciicek' a Tratn of Tears bedewt ; 
And each Tear inoums its owh 4S^/>k?Diftrei&^ 
And each Diftrefs, dktindly moumM^ demandt 
Of Grief Ml more^ as heighteft'd by tho Whole* 
A Grief like Ms Proprietors excludes : 
Not FrieAds alone fuch Obfeqitiei dc^lotr i^ 
They make Mankind the Mourner f carry SIglu 
Par as the fatal Fmm can wing her Way ; 
And turn the gayeft Thought of gayeft Age, 
Down their right Chaanel» tki'o' the Vale of DeaJkb.. 

The Vale of De^th ! that hu&t C^^w^i^^zv Val^ 
Where Darhu/sy ' broodilig o'er itefioilh'd Fates^ 
With Rtfven Wing incumba^t, waiti the Day 
(Dread Day !) that kterdi6U aH future Change ! 
That Subterranean Worlds th^ Land of Ruin ! 
Fit Wtdk, Lorenzo, lot pfoud humaft Thoag^l 



44 5"i^ Complaint. Night 3. 

There let my Thought expatiate ; and explore 
Balfamic Truths, and healing Sentiments, 
Of all moft wanted, and moft welcome, Here. 
For gay Lorenzo's fake, and for thy own. 
My Soul ! " The Fruits of Dying Friends furvey ; 
*« Expofe the Fain of Life ; weigh Life and Death : 
** Give Death his Eulogy ; Thy Fear fubdue ; 
** And labour that Firft Palm of noble Minds, 
** A manly Scorn of Terror from the Tomb.'* 

This Harveft reap from thy Narcissa's Grave. 
As Poets feign'd, from Ajax' ftreaming Blood 
Arofe, with Grief infcrib'd, a mournful Flow'r j 
Let Wifdom bloffom from my mortal Wound. 
And Jirfty of Dying Friends ; what Fruit from Thefc ? 
It brings us more than Triple Aid ; an Aid 
To chafe our ThoughtleJUnefs^ Fear, Pride, and Guilt. ' 

Our dying Friends come o'er us like a Cloud, 
To damp our brainlefs Ardors ; and abate 
That Glare of Life,' which often blinds the Wife. 
Our dying Friends arc Pioneers, to fmooth 
Our rugged Pafs to Death ; to break thofe Bars 
Of Terror, and Abhorrence, Nature throws 
Crofs Qur obflrufted Way ; and, thus, to lAakc 
Welcome, as fafi, our Port from ev'ry Storm. 
Each Friend by Fate fnatch'd from us, is a Phune 
Pluckt from the Wing of human Vanity, 
Which makes us ftoop from our aereal Heights, 
And, dampt with Omen bf our own Deceafe, 
On drooping Pinions of Ambition lower'd, 
Juft ikim Earth's Surface, ere we break it up, 
O'er putrid Earth to fcratch a little Dull, 
And fave the World a Nuifance. Smitten Friends 
Are Angels fent on Errands full of Love ; 
For us they languilh, and for us they die : 
And ihall they languifh, (hall they die, in vain ? 

\3\M^taxefal, 
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Ungrateful, Ihall we grieve their hov'ring Shades, 
Which wait the Revolution in our Hearts ? 
Shall we difdain their filent, foft Addrefs ; 
Their poflhumous Advice, and pious Pray'r ? 
Senfelefs, as Herds that graze their hallow'd Graves, 
Tread under-fbot their Agonies and Groans ; 
Fruftrate their Anguilh, and dedroy their Deaths ? 
Lorenzo ! no; the Thought of Death indulge; 
Give it its wholefome Empire ! let it reign. 
That kind Chaftifer of thy Soul in Joy ! 
Its Reign will fpread thy glarious Conquers far. 
And ftill the Tumults of thy ruffled Breaft ; 
Aufpicions Mm ! Golden Days, begin ! 
The Thought of Death, fhall, lik? a God, infpire. 
And why not think on Death ? Is Life the Theme 
Of ev'ry Thought? and-Wiih of ev'ry Hour ? 
And Song. of ev'ry Joy ? Surprifing Truth I 
The beaten Spaniel's Fondnefs not fo flrange. > 
To wave the num'rous Ills that feize on Life 
As their ^n Property, their lawful Prey ; 
Ere^Mah lias meafur'd half his weary Stage, 
His Luxuries have left him no Referve, 
No maiden Relifhes, unbroacht Delights ; 
On cold-ferv'd Repetitions He fubfifts. 
And in the taftelefs Prefent chews the Paft ; 
Difgufled chews, and fcarce can fwallow down. 
Like lavifh Anceftors, his earlier Years ^ 
Have diiinherited his future Hours, 
Which ftarve on Orts^ and glean their former Field. 

Live ever Here, Lorenzo ! — Shocking Thought! 
So ihocking, they who wifh, difown it too ; 
Difown from Shame^ what they from Folly crave. 
Live ever in the Womb, nor fee the Light ? 
For what live ever Here ? — With laboring Step 
To tread our former Footfteps ? Pace the R.<»»xA 
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Eternal ? To climb Life's worn, heavy Wheel, 
Which draws up nothing new ? To beat, and beat^ 
The beaten Track ? To bid each wretched Day 
The former mock ? To forfeit on the Same^ 
And yawn our Joys'; or thr.nk a Mifery 
For Change, tho' fad ? To fee what we have fecn ? 
Hear, till unheard, tlie fame old flabber'd Talc ? 
To tafte the tailed, and at each Return 
Lefs tafteful ? O'er our Palates to decant 
Another Vintage ? Strain a flatter Year, 
Thro' loaded VciTels, and a laxer Tone ? 
Crazy Machines to grind Earth's wafted Fruits ! 
Ill-ground, and worfe-concdfted ! Load, not Life 1 
The Rational foul Kennels of Excefs ? 
Still-ftreaming Thoroughfares ©f dull Debauch! 
Trembling each Gulp, left Death fhould fnatch the Bowl. 

Such of our Fine cnes is the Wiih refin'd ! 
So would they have it : Elegant Defire ! 
Why not invite the bellowing Stalls, and Wilds ? 
But fuch Examples might their Riot awe. 
Thro' Want of Virtue, that is, Want of Thought, 
(Tho' on hright Thought they father all their Flights) 
To what are they reduc'd ? To love, and hate. 
The fame vain World ; To cenfure, and efpou/e. 
This painted Shrew of Life, who calls them Fool 
Each Moment of each Day ; To flatter Bad 
Thro' Dread of Worfe ? To cling to this rude Rock» 
Ban*en, to them, of Good, and fliarp with Ills, 
And hourly blacken'd with impending Storms, 
And infamous for Wrecks of human Hope 
Scar'd at the gloomy Gulph, that yawns beneath. 
Such are their Triumphs I fuch their Pan^s of Joy ! 

'Tis Time, high Time, to fhift this difmal Scene* 
This hug^d^ this hideous State, what Art can cure ? 
Vac only ; but that One, what AU may rea<;h ; 
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Vi R T u E— She, wonder-working Goddefs ! charms 
That Red to bloom ; and tames the painted Sbre^v ^ 
And what will more furprife, Lorenzo ! give« 
To Life's fick, naufeous lurationy Change ; 
And ftraitens Nature's Circle to a Line. 
Believ'ft Thou This, Lorenzo ? Lend an Ear, 
A patient Ear, Thou'lt blufh to difbelieve. 

A languid, leaden Iteration reigns. 
And ever muft, o'er Thofe, whofe Joys are Joys 
Of Sight, Smell, Tafte : The Cuckow-feafons fing 
The fame dull Note to fuch as nothing prize. 
But what thofe Seafons from the teeming Earth, 
To doating Senfe indulge. But nobler Minds, 
Which rclifh Fruits unripen'd by the Surty 
Make their Days various ; various as the Dyes 
On the Dove's Neck, which wanton in his Rays. 
On Minds of Dove-like Innocence poflefl. 
On lighten'd Minds, that balk in Virtue's Beams, 
Nothing hangs tedious, nothing old revolves 
In That^ for which they long ; for which they live. 
Their glorious Efforts, wing'd with Heav'niy Hope, 
Each rifing Morning fees flill higher rife ; 
Each bounteous Dawn its Novelty prefents 
To worth maturing, nenv Strength, Luftre, Fame ; 
While Nature's Circle, lilce a Chariot-wheel 
Rolling beneath their elevated Aims, 
Makes their fair Profpe^l fairer ev'ry Hour ; 
Advancing Virtue^ in a Line to Blijs ; 
Virtue^ which Chriftian Motives bell infpire ! 
And Blifs^ which Christian Schemes alone enfure ! 

And Ihall we then, for Virtue's Sake, commence 
Apollates ? and turn Infidels for Joy ? 
A Truth it is, Few doubt, but Fewer truft, 
** He iins againft this Life, who flights the next,** 
What is this Life ? How Few their Fav't\\R. V;s^<(s*« X 
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Pond in the Dark^ and blind in our Embrace, 

•By paflionately loving Life, we make 

Lov'd Life unlovely ; hugging her to Death. 

We give to Time Eternity's Regard ; 

And, dreaming, take our Paffage for out Port. 

Life has no Value, as an End, but Means ; 

An End deplorable ! a Means divine ! 

When 'tis our All, 'tis Nothing ; worfe than Nought ; 

A Neft of Pains ; when held as Nothing, Much : 

Like ibme fair Huni'rifts, Life is moft enjoy 'd. 

When courted leafl ; moft worth, when difefteem'd ; 

Then 'tis the Seat of Comfort, rich in Peace ; 

In Profpedl richer far ; Important ! Awful ! 

Not' to be mention 'd, but with Shouts of Praife ! 

JNot to be thought on, but with Tides of Joy ! 

The mighty Bafis of eternal Blifs ! 

Where now the barren Rock ? the painted Sbrenxj ? 
Where now, Lorenzo! Life's eternal Round ? 
Have I not made my triple Pronxife good ? 
Vain is the World ; but only to the Vain. 
To what compare we then this varying Scene, 
Whofe Worth ambiguous rifes, and declines ? 
Waxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious, Night 
Affifts me Here) Compare it to the Moon j 
Dark in herfelf, and indigent ; but rich 
In horr(yuj*d Luftre from a higher Sphere, 
When grofs Guilt interpofes. Laboring Earth, 
O'erfhadow'd, mourns a deep Eclipfe of Joy ; 
Her Joys, at brighteft, pallid to that Font 
Of full effulgent Glory, whence they flow. 

Nor is that Glory diflant : Oh Lorenzo ! 
A good Man, and an Angel ! Thefe between 
How thin the Barrier ? What divides their Fate ? 
Perhaps a Moment, or perhaps a Year ; 
Or, if an Age, it is a Moment ftill ; 

A Momeat 
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A Moment, or Etcrnity^t forgot. 

Then be, what oiiec they were, wko now arc Gods ; 

Be what Philander was, and claim the Skies. 

Starts timid Natm-e at the gloomy Pafs ? 
- They^^ Tranfition call it ; and be chcar'd : 
^ Such it is often, and why not to Thee ? 

To hope the bcft is pious, brave, and wife ; 

And may iiUM procure^ what it pre/umef. 

Life iai much- flatter'd, Death is much traduc'd : 

Compare the Rivals, ahd the kindef crown. 

<* Strofige Competition P'^-^Ttne^LoRuvzol Strange! 

So Little Li/e can caft into the Scale. 

Life makes the Soul dependent on the Dull ; 

jyeatb gives her Wings to mount above the Spheres. 

Thro' Chinks, ftyPd Organs, dim Life peeps at Light ; 

Death burfls th'involving Cloud, and all is Day ; 

All Eye, all Ear, the difembody'd Power. 

Death has fcign'd Evils, Nature ihall not feel ; 

Lifsy Ills fubftantial, Wifdom cannot ihun. 

Is not the mighty MiW, that Son of Heaven I. 

By Tyrant Life dethnon'd, imprifon'd, pain'd I 

By Death inlarg'd, ennobled, dcify'd ? 

Death but intombs the Body ; Life the Soul. 

Is Death then guiltlefs ? How he marks his Way 
With dreadful Wafte of what deferves to ihine ! 
Art, Genius, Fortune, elevated Power ! 
With various Luftrcs l^hefe light up the World, * - 
Which Death puts out, and darkens. human Race.'^ 

I grant, Lorenzo ! this Indidment juil : 

The Sage, Peer, Potentate, King, Conqueror ! 

Death humbles Thefe ; niore barb'rous Life^ the Mem^ 

Life is the Triumph of our mould'ring Clay ; 

Deaths of the Spirit infinite ! divine ! 

Death has no Dread, but what frail Life imparts ; 

Nor Lift true Joy; but wbafi kind Dtoxh vck<^\^s««^%. 
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N6 Blifs has Life to boaft, till Death can give 
Far greater ; Life*% a Debtor to the Grave, 
Dark Lattice ! letting in eternal Day, 

Lorenzo ! bluih at Fondnefs for a Life^ 
Which fends celeftial Souls on Errands vile» 
To cater for the Senfc ; and ferve at Boards, 
Where ev'ry Ranger of th^ Wilds, perhaps 
Each Reptile, juilly claims our upper Hand. 
Luxurious Feaft ! a Soul, a Soul immortal. 
In all the Dainties of a Brute bemir'd ! 
Lorenzo ! blufti at Terror for a Deaths 
Which gives thee to repofe in feftive Bow'rs, 
Where Nedars fparkle. Angels miniiler, 
And more than Angels (hare, and raife, and crown, 
And eternize, the Birth, Bloom, Burfls of Bfifs. 
What need I more ? O Deaths the Palm is thine. 

Then welcome, Death ! thy dreaded Harbingers, 
Jge^ and Difeafe ; Difeafe, the* long my Gueft ; 
That plucks my Nerves, thofe tender Strings of Life; 
Which, pluckt a litde more, will toll the Bell, 
That calls my few Friends to my Funeral ; 
Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a Tear, 
While Reaibn and Religion, better taught. 
Congratulate the Dead, and crown his Tomb 
With Wreath triumphant. Death is Vidlory j 
It binds in Chains the raging Ills of Life ; 
Luft and Ambition^ Wrath and A'varicey 
^"^^Z"^^ a^ his Chariot-wheel, applaud his Power. 
That Ills corroAve, Cares importunate. 
Are not immortal too, O Death ! is Thine. 
Our Day of Diflblution ! — Name it right ; 
'Tis our great Pay-day ; 'tis our Harvell, rich 
And ripe : What tho' the Sickle, fometimes keen, 
Juft fears us as we reap the golden Grain ? 
More than thy Balm, O Qikad! heals the Wound. 

I Birt/r'f 
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Mirth^s feeble Cry, and Death's deep difinal Groan, 

Are (lender Tributes low-uxt Natone pays 

For mighty Gain : The Gain of each, a Life I 

Bnt O ! the laft the former fo tranfcends^ 

Lifi dies, compared ; Ls/e lives beyond the Grave. 

And feel I, Daah f no Joy torn Thought of Thee ? 
Death, the great Coanfellor» who Man infpires 
With ev*ry nobler Thought, and fairer Deed ! 
Death, die Deliverer, who refc^e^ M^la I 
Death f the Rewarder, who the Reicn'd crowns ! 
Deaths that abfolves my Birth ; a Curie without it ! 
Rich Death, that realizes all my Cares, 
Toil$, yiitues, Hopes ; without it a Chimera ! 
Death, of all Pain the Period, not of Joy ; 
Joy's Seurce, and SuhjeS, ftill fublifl unhurt ; 
One, in my Soul ; and One, in her great Sire ; 
Tho* die four Winds were warring for my Duil. 
Yes, and from Winds, and Waves, and central Night, 
Tho* prifon'd there, my Daft too I reclaim, 
(To Duft when drop proud Nature'^ proudeft Spheres) 
And live entire. Death is the Crown of Life : 
.Were Peath deny'd^ poor Man would live in vain ; 
Were Death deny'd, to live would not be Life ; 
Were Death deny'd, cy'n Fools would wifh to die. 
Death wounds to cure : We fall ; we rife ; we reign ! 
Spring from our Fetters ; faften in the Skies ; 
Where blooming Eden withers in our Sight ; 
Death gives us more than was in Eden loih 
This King of Terrors is the Prince of Peace. 
When fhaJl I die to Vanity, Pain, Death \ . . 

When Aall I die ?— When fliall I live for ever ? 
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NIGHT the FOURTH. 

, T H E 

Christian Triumph. 

CONTAINING 

Our Ottly Cure for the FEAR of 

DEATH, 

And Proper Sentiments of Heart ,on 
that Ineilimable Blefiing. 

Humbly Infcribed 

To the Koa"« Mr. TORKE. 



A 



Much'indebted Muie, O Yorke ! intrudes. 
Amid the Smiles of Fortune, and of Youth, 



Thine Ear is patient of a ferious Son^. 
How deep implanted in the Bread of Man 
The Dread of Death ! I fmg its fov'reign Cure. 

Why ftart at Death ? Where is he ? Death arriv'd. 
Is paft ; not come, or gone. He's never i^ere. 
Ere Hope, Senfation fails ; Black-boding Man 
Recei'vesy not fuffersj Death's tremendous Blow. 
The Knell, the Shroud, the Mattock, and the Grave ; 
The deep damp Vault, the Darknefs, and the Worm ; 
I Thcfe 
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Thefc are the Bugbears of a Winter's Eve, 
The Terrors of thi Living, hot the Dead. 
Imagination's Fool, and Error's Wretch, 
Man makes a Death, which Nature never made ; 
Then on the Point of his own Fancy falls ; 
And feels a thoufand Deaths, in fearing one. 

But were Death frightful, what has Age to fear ? 
If prudent. Age (hould meet the friendly Foe, 
And fhelter in his hofpi table Gloom. 
I fcarce can meet a MoiHiment, but holds 
My Younger ; ev'ry Date cries — " Come away.'* 
And what recalls me ? Look the World around. 
And tell me what : The Wifeft cannot tell. 
Should any born of Woman give his Thought 
Full Range, on juft Dijlike's unbounded Field ; 
Of Things, the Vanity ; of Men, the Flaws ; 
Flaws in the Beft ; the Many, Flaw all o'er ; 
As Leopardsj fpotted, or, as JEfiiops, dark ; 
Vivacious /// j Goot/ dying immature ; 
^ (How immature, Narcissa's Marble tells) 
And at its Death bequeathing endlefs Pain ; ' 
His Heart, tho' bold, would iicken at the Sight, 
And fpend itfelf in Sighs for future Scenes. 

But grant to Life (and juil it is to grant 
To lucky Life) fonje Perquliitea of Joy ; 
A Time there is, when, like a thri:e-tMd Talc^ 
Long-riflsd Life of Sweet can yield no more. 
But from our Comment on the Comedy, 
Pleafmg Reflexions on Parts wdl-fuftain'd. 
Or purposed Emendations where we fail d. 
Or Hopes of PJ audits, froiv our caidid Ju Jge, 
When,' on their Exit, Souls are bil unrobe, 
Tofs Fortune back her Tinfel, and her Plume,. 
And drop this Mafk of Fkfh behind the Sceive;. 
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With me, tliat Time is come ; my Worl4 is dead j 
A new World rifes, and new Manifers reign : 
Foreign Comedians^ a fpruce Band ! arrive,, 
To puih me fron? the Scene, or hifs me there* 
What a pert Race darts up ! The Strangers gaze^ 
And I at them ; my Neighbour is unknown ; 
Nor that the worft : Ah me ! the dire EiFeA 
Of loit'ring here, of Death defrauded long j 
Of old fo gracious (and let that fuffice), 
^y very Matter knows me not. 

Shall I dare fay. Peculiar is the Fate ? 
I've been (b long rememberM, I'm forgot* 
An Objcft ever prefling dims the Sight, 
And hides behind its Ardor to be (een. 
When in his Courtiers Ears I pour my Plaint, 
They drink it as the Nedar of the Great ; 
And fqueeze my Hand, and beg me come To-morrow % 
Refufal! can'ft thou wear a fmoother Form I 
Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my Theme \ 
Who cheapens Life, abates the Fear of Death t 
Twice-told the Period fpent on ftubborn Troy.^ 
Court -Favour, yet untaken, I beflege ; 
Ambition's ill-judg'd Effort to be rich. 
Alas ! Ambition makes my Little, lefs ; 
Embitt'ring the Poflefs'd : Why wiih for more ; 
Wijhing^ of all Employments, is the worft ; 
Philofophy's Reverfe ; and Health's Decay ! 
Were I as plump, as flall'd Theology, 
Wijhing would wafte me to this Shade again. 
Were I as wealthy as a South^Sea Dream, 
Wijhing is an Expedient to be poor. 
Wijhing^ that conibmt HeUic of a Fool \ 
Caught at a Court ; purg'd off by purer Air^ 
And Ampler Diet ; Gifts of rural Life ! 
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Bleft be that Hand divine, which gently laid 
My Heart at Reil» beneath this humble Shed. 
The World's a ftately Bark, on dangerous Seas, 
With Pleafure feen, but boarded at our Peril : 
Hkrty on a fingle Plank, thrown fafc aftiore, 
I hear the Tumult of the diftant Throng, 
As that of Seas remote, or dying Storms ; 
And meditate on Scenes, more iilent ftill ; 
Purfue my Theme, and fight the Fiar of Death. 
Here, like a Shepherd gazing from his Hut, 
Touching his Reed, or leaning on his Staff, . 
Eager AmbitMs fiery Chace I fee ; 
I fee the circling Hunt of noify Men, 
Burft Law's Inclofure, leap the Mounds of Right, 
Purfuing, and purfu'd, each other's Prey ; 
As Wolves, for Rapine ; as the Fox, for Wiles ; 
Till "Death, that mighty Hunter, earths them all. 

Why all this Toil for Triumphs of an Hour ? 
What, tho* we wade in Wealth, or foar in Fame ? 
Earth's higheft Station ends in, **- Here he lies :" 
And *' Dull to Dull " concludes her nobleft Song. 
If this Song lives, Pofterity {hall know 
One, tho' in Britain born, with Courtiers bred, 
Who thought e'en Gold might come a Day too latej 
Nor on his fubtle Death-bed plann'd his Scheme 
For future Vacancies in Church or State ; 
Some Avocation deeming it — '-to die ; 
Unbit by Rage canine of dying rich ; 
Guilt's Blunder 1 and the loudeft Laugh of Hell. 

O my Coevals ! Remnants of yourfelves ! 
Poor hum^i Ruins, tott'ring o'er the Grave ! 
Shall we, fiiall aged Men, like aged Trees, 
Strike deeper their vile Root, and clofer cling. 
Still more enamour'd of this wretched Soil ? 
Shall our pale, withcr'd Hands, be ftill fe^\5&C ^ ^s^x% - 
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Trembling;, at once, with Eagearnefe and Age? 
With Av'ricc, and ConTulfions, gi'afping; hard ? '. 

Grafpiqg at> Air ! for what has Earth bdide ? 
Man wants but Little ; nor that Little, . long ; 
How foon mttH: he xe£gn his ^ery Duft, ; . 
Which frugal Nature lent him for an Honr ! • . 
Years unexperienced rufh on nam'4X)us IHs % ' - ; : 
And fbon as Man, expert from Time, has iband 
The AT^' of Life, it opes the ^Gates of Death. 

When in this Vale of Years I backward look^ 
And mifs fuch Numbers, Numbers too of fucfa. 
Firmer in Health, and greener in their Age, 
And flridler on their Guard, and fitter far 
To play Life*s fubtle Game, I fcarce believe 
I Hill furvive : And am I fond of Life, 
Who fcarce can think it poflible, I liye ? 
Alive by Miracle ! or, what is next. 

Alive by Mead I If I am ftill alive, 

Who long have bury'd what gives Life tO'liv^^ 
Firmnefs of Nerve, and Energy of Thought. , 
Life's Lee is not more foalkiv, than ift^unet 1 
And <vapid\ Sen/e and Reafon iliew the DOtff, 
Call for my Bier, and point me to the IXuft. - 

O Thou great Arbiter of Life and Death ! 
Nature's immortal, immaterial -Sun ; » . : . . 

Whofe all-prolific Beam late call'd me forth 
From Darknefs, teeming Datknefs, where I lay • 
The Worm's Inferior, and, in Rank, . beneath 
The Dqft I tread on, hjgh to bci^r my Brow, j •. . 

To drink the Spirit of the golden Day, ; : 

And triumph in Exiflence ; and couldft know 
No Motive, but my Blifs \ and Kail ordain 'd 
A Rife in Bleffing ! with the Patriarch'^ Joy, 
Thy Call I follow to the Land unAm^wn ; . 
/ tra& in Thee, and knoYf in ^houx I trufl ; 

^1 
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Or Life or Death, is equal ; neither weighs : 
All Weight in this— O let me live to Thee ! 

Tho\Nature's Terrors, tbusy may be repreft ; 
Still frowns grim Death; Guilt points the Tyrant's SpsaJk 
And whence all human Guilt ? From Death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I fet at Nought the Swarm 
Of friendly Warnings, which around me flew ; 
And fmil'd, unfmitten : Small my Caufc to fmile ! 
Death's Admonitions, like Shafts upward Ihot, « 
More dreadful by Delay ; the longer ere 
They ilrike our Hearts, the deeper is their Wound. 
O think how deep> Lorenzo ! here it flings : 
* Who can appeafe its Anguilli ? How it burns ! 
What Hand the barb'd, invenom'd. Thought can draw? 
What healing Hand can pour the Balm of Peace ? 
»And turn my Sight undaunted on the Tomb ? 

With Joy,^-with Grief, that healing Hand I fee j 
Ah ! too confpicuous I It is fix'd on high. 
On high ? — What means my Phrenzy ? I blafpheme ; 
Alas ! how lonv ! how far beneath the Skies ! 
The Skies it form'd ; and now it bleeds for me ■ ■ 
But bleeds the Balm I want— yet Hill it hieeds. 
Draw the dire Steel— Ah no! — the dreadful ^\t^ng 
What Heart or can fuftain, or dares forego ? 
There hangs all human Hope ; that Nail fupports 
The falling Univerfe : That gone, we drop ; 
Horror receives us, and the difmal Wi/h 
Creation had been fmother'd in her Birth 
Darkncfs His Curtain, and His Bed the Duft ; 
When Stars and Sun are Duft beneath his Throne ! 
In Heav'n itfelf can fuch Indulgence dwell ? 
O what a Groan was there ! A Groan not His, 
He feiz'd our dreadful Right ; the Load fuftain'd j 
And heav'd the Mountain from a guilty World. 
A thoufanJ Worlds, fi bougKt, 'wct^XiQ^'^xvc*:^ ^^«x* 
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Senfatlons »^Ty in Angels Bofoms rife ; 

Sufpend their Song; and make a Paufe in Blifs, , 

O for t^eir Song to reach my lofty Theme ! 
lafpire me, NigJ^t ! with all thy tuneful Spheres infpire ; 
Wliilil I with Seraphs fhare feraphic Themes, 
And fhew to Men the Dignity of Man ; 
Left I blafphemc my Subjed with my Song. 
Shall "Pagan Pages glow celeftial Flame, 
And ChriJiUn languifh ? On our Hearts, not Heads,. 
Falls the foul Infamy : My Heart ! awake. 
What can awake thee, unawak*d by /to, 
** Expended Deity on human Weal ?'- 
Feel the great Truihs, which burft the tenfold Night 
Of Heathen Error, with a golden Flood 
Of cndlefs Day : To {tc\y is to be iir'd ; 
And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to feel. 
• Thou moft indulgent, moft tremendous Pow'r ! 
SXill more tremendous, for thy wond'rous Love ! 
That arms, with Awe mere aweful, thy Commands ; 
And foul Tranfgrcfnon dips in fev'nfold Night, 
How our Hearts tremble at thy Love immenfe ! 
In Love immenfe, inviolably Jufl ! 
Thou, rather than thy Juftlce fliould be flainM, 
Didll ftain the Cmfs ; and. Work of Wonders far 
The greatell, that thy Deareft far might bleed. 

Bold Thought ! Shall I dare fpeak it, or reprefs ? 
Should Man more execrate ^ or boaft, the Guilt 
Which rous'd fuch Vengeance ? which fuchLove inflam'd ?. 
O'er Guilt (how mountainous !). with out-ftretcht Arms,. 
Stern Juftkey and foftrfmiling Lo:vCy embrace. 
Supporting, in full Ma^efty, tJiy Throne, 
When'feem'd its Majefty to need Support, 
()r*fW, or Man^ inevitably loft. 
What^ but ^tFathomlefs of Thought divine,. 
CVaid iabour fwch ExpeAv^tvV from Def^air^ 
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And refcue both ! Both refcue ! Both exalt ! 

O "bow arc both exalted by the Dee^l! 

The wond'rous Deed ! or fhall I call it more f 

A Wbndei- in Omnipotence itfelf ! 

A Myftery, no lefs to Gods than Men I 

Not, thus, our Iniidels th* Eternal draw, 
A God all o'er, confummate, abfolute, 
FuIKorb'd, in his whole Round of Rays complete : 
They {tt at Odds Hcav'n's jarring Attributes ; 
And, with one Excellence, another wound ; 
Maim Heav'n's Perfe<5lion, break its equal Beams> 
Bid Merey triumph over — God himfelf, 
Undeify'd by their opprobrious Praife : 
A God All Mercy, is a God unjuft* 
, Ye brainlefs Wits ! ye baptiz'd Infidels ? 
Ye worfe for mending ! walh'd to fouler Stains ! 
The Ranibm was paid down- ; the Fund of Heaven. 
Heav*n*s inexhauftible exhaufted Fund, 
Amazing, and amaz'd, pour*d forth the Price, 
All Price beyoijd : Tho* curious to compute. 
Archangels farl'd to call the mighty Sum ; 
Its Value vaft ungrafpt by Minds Create^ 
For ever Glides, and glows in, the Supreme. 

And was the Ranfom paid ? It was : and paid 
(What can exalt the Bounty more ?) for Tou. 
The Sun beheld it — No, the (hocking Scene 
Drove back his Chariot : Midnight veii'd his Face ; 
Not fuch as This ; not fuch as Nature makes ; 
A Midnigbty Nature fhudder'd to behold ; 
J Midnight new ! a dread Eclipfe (without 
Oppofing Spheres) from her Creator's Frown ! 
Smrl didft thou fly thy Maker's Pain ? Or dart 
At diat enormous Load of human Guilt, 
Which bow'd his blefled Head ; o'erwhelm'd his Crofs ; 
Made £^t)an the Centre-;, borft E^txtK^ loa^^'^'^^^c^-* 
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With Paags, ftrange Pangs ! deliver'd of her Dead ?■ 
Hell howl'd ; and Heav'n that Hour let fall a Tear ; 
Heav'n wept, that Men might fmile I Heav'n bled, that 
Might never die ! [Man 

And is Devotion Virtue ? 'Tis cempeWd: 
What Heart of Stone, but glows at Thoughts like Thefe ? 
Such Contemplations mount us ; and ihould mount 
The Mind ftiU higher ; nor ever glance on Man, 
Unraptur'd, uninflam'd.^:— Where roll my Thoughts 
To reft from Wonders ? Other Wonders rife j 
And ftrike where-e'er they roll : My Soul is caught : 
Hcav'n's fov'reign Bleffings, claft'ring from the Crofs,;- 
,Rulh on her, in a Throng, and clofe her round, 

*rhe Prisoner of Amaze ! In His bleft Lifey 

I fee the Patby and, in His Death, the Pricey. 
And in His grtdLtJ/centy the Pro^ Supreme 
Of Immortality.— And did He rife ? 
•■Jlear, O ye Nations ! hear it, O ye Dead ! 
He rofe ! He rofe I He burft the Bars of Death* 
Lift up your Heads, ye everlafting Gates ! - 
And giye the King of Glory to come in : 
Vf^o is the King of Glory ? He who left 
His Throne of Glory, for the Pang, of Death :^ 
Lift up your Heads, ye everlafting Gates ! 
And give the King of Glory to come in. 
Who is the King of Glory ? He who flew 
The rav'nous Foe, tliat.gcrg'd all human Race ! 
The King of Glory, He, whofe Glory fUl'd 
Heav'n with Amas^ement at his Love to Man > 
And with Divine Complacency beheld 
Povj^rs moft illumin'd, wilder'd in the Themc» 

The Theme, the Joy, how then (hall Man fuftain ? 
Ohfthe burft Gates ! crulh'd Sting ! demolilh'd Throne I 
LaftGafpl of vanquifti'd Death. Shout Earth and Hcav'n? 
This Su^/i of G4)Qd to Maii,r IFhofe Nature^ then. 
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Took Wing, and mounted with Him from the TombS 

Then, then, I roki; then firft Humauity 

Triumphant paft the Cryftat Ports ef Lights 

(Stupendous Gucft !) and feiz'd eternal Youth, 

Seiz'd in our Name* E'er fincc, 'tis blaTphemoos. 

To call Man mortal. Man's Mortality 

Was, then, transferr'd to Death ; smd Heav'n's Duratioit 

Unalienably feal'd u> this frail Frame, 

This Child of Duft r- Man^ all-immortal ! Hail f 

Hail, Heav'n ! all-lavifii of ftrange Gifts to Man t 

Thine all the Glory \ Man's the bonndlefs Blifs» 

Where am I rapt by this triumj^ant Theme, 
On Chriflian Joy's exulting Wing, above 
Th* Atmian Mount ? — Alas, foiall Caufe for Joy t 
What if to Pain immortal ? If Extent 
Of Being, to preclude a Clofe of Woe? 
Where, then, my Boaft of Immortality ? 
I boaft it ftiU, tho* covcr'd o'er with Guilt ; 
For Guilt, not innocence. His Life he pour'd ; 
Tis Guilt alone can juftify his^ Death j 
Nor That, unlefe His Death can juftify^ 
Relenting Guilt in Heav'n's indulgent Sight*. 
If, fick of Folly, I relent ; He writes 
My Name in Heav'n, with that inverted Spear 
(A Spear deep*^pt in Blood!) which pierc'd his Side^ 
And opcn'd there a Font for all Mankind, 
Who ftrive, whowcombat Crimes, to drink, and live t 
This, only this, fubdues the Fear ef Death, 

And what is This /*— Survey the wond'rous Cure j 
And at each Step, let higher Wonder rife ! 
♦* Pardon for infinite Offence ! and Pardon 
** Thro' Means, that fpeak its Value infinite T 
<* A Pardon bought with Blood ! with Blood Divine ! 
** With Blood Divine of Him, I made my Foe i 
« Pcriiftcd to provoke ! tho' woo'd ^sA ^wP ^^ 
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•* Bleft, and chaflis'd, a flagrant Rebel ftill ! 

«« A Rebel, 'midil the Thunders of his Throne ! 

*• Nor I alone] a Rebel Univcrfe ! 

•* My Species up in Atms ! not One exempt ! 

" Yet for the Fouleft of the Foul, He dica ; 

«* Moil joy'd, for the Redeem'd from deepeft Guilt ! 

-** As if our Race were held of higheft Rank ; 

«* And Godhead dearer, as more kind to Matt !" 

Bound, ev'ry Heart I and, ev'ry Bofom, burn ! 
Oh what a Scale of Miracles is here ! 
Its loweft Round, high planted on the Skie&; 
Its tow'ring Summit loft beyond the Thought 
Of Man or Angel ! Oh that I couM climb 
The wonderful Afcent, with equal Praife I 
Praife / flow for ever, (if Allonifhment 
Will give thee Leave) my Praife ! for ever flow f 
Praife Ardent, Cordial, Conftant, to Higlk Heav'if ' 
More fragrant, than Arabia facriiic'd ; 
And all her fpicy Mountains in a Flame. 

So dear, fo due to Heav'n, fball Fraifi defcend,. 
With her foft Phime (from plaufi^vt Angels Wing. 
Firft pluck'd by Man) to tickle mortal Ears, 
Thus diving in the Pockets of the Great if 
Is Praife the Perquifite of ev*ry Paw, 
Tho' black as Hell, that grapples well for Gold ? 
Oh Love of Gold! thou meanefl of Amours ! 
Shall Praife her Odours wafte on Virtue's Dead,. 
Embalm the Bafe, perfume the Stench of Guilt,. 
Earn dirty Bread by wafhing Ethiops fair. 
Removing Filth, or finking it from Sight,^ 
A Scavenger in Sjcenes^ where <vacant Pofls^ ' 
Like Gibbets yet .untenanted, expedl 
Their future Ornaments ? From Courts and Thrones,. 
Return J apoftatc Praife ! thou Vagabond I 

Thott 
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Thett Proftitute I to thy firft Love return. 
Thy firfl, thy greateft, once unrivard Theme 

There flow redundant ; like Meander flow^ 
Back to thy Fountain ; to that Parent Pow'r, 
Who gives the Tongue to founds the Thought to (bar^ 
The Soul to be. Men Homage pay to Men, 
Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreadful Eye they bow 
In mntual; Awe profound, of Clay to Clay, 
Of Guilt to Guilt ; and turn their Backs on Thee,. 
Great Sire I whom Thrones celeftial ceafelcfs ling i 
To proflrate Angels, an amazing Scene ! 
O the Prefumptibn of Man^s Awe for Man I 
Man's Author I End \ Ref!orer ! Law ! and Judge ! 
Thine, All ; Day thine, and thine this Gloom of Nighty 
With all her Wealth, with all her radiant Worlds : 
What, Night eternal, but a Frown from Thee ? 
What, Heav'n's meridian Glory, but thy Smile ? 
And Ihall not Prai/e be Thine ? Not Human Praife I 
While Heav'n's higk Hoft on Hallelujahs live ? 

O ^may I breathe no longer,, than I breathe 
My Soul in Praife to Him, who gave my Soul, 
And all her Infinite of Profpcdl fair. 
Cut thro' the Shades of Hell, great Lowe I by Thee^ 
Oh mod adorable ! mofl unador'd !. 
Where fhall that Praife begin, which ne'er fhould end ? 
Whcre-e'er I turn, what Claim on all Applaufe ! 
How is Night^s fable Mantle labour'd o'er. 
How richly wrought, with Attributes divine L 
What Wifdom fhines ! what Lmjel This Midnight Pomp, 
This gorgeous Arch, with golden Worlds inlay'd ! 
Built with divine Ambition ! nought to Thee ; 
For Others this Profirfion : Thou, Apart, 
Above ! Beyond ! Oh tell me, mighty Mind ! 
Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the Deep ? 
Call to the Sun^ or aik the roaring Winds ^ 
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For their Creator ? Shall I queftlon loud 
The Thunder^ if in that th' Almighty dwells I ' 
Or holds he furious Storms in ftreighten'd Reins, 
And bids fierce Whirl^wiTufs wheel his rapid Car ? 
• What mean thefe Queilions ? — ^Trembling I rctraft ; 
My proftrate Soul adores the prefent God : 
Praife I a diflant Deity ? He tunes 
My Voice (if tun 'd) ; the Nerve, that writes, iuftains: 
Wrap'd in his Being, I refound his Praife : 
But tho' paft All diiFus'd, without a Shore,. 
I^s EiTence ; local is his Throne (as meet},. 
To gather the Difperft (as Standards call 
The Lifted from afar) ; to fix a Pointy 
A central Point, collective of his Sons„ 
Since finite ev'ry Nature, but his own.. 
The namelefs He^ whofe Nod is Nature\ Birth ^ 
And Nature's Shield, the Shadow of his Hand ;, 
Her DifTolution, his fufpended Smile ! 
The great Firft-Laft ! pavilion'd high he fits. 
In Darknefs, from exceffive Splendor, borne„ 
By Gods unfeen, unlefs thro' Luftre loft. 
His Glory, to created Glory, bright, ^ 

As that to central Horrors ; He looks down 
On all that foars ; and fpans Immenfity. 

Tho' Night unnumber'd Worlds unfolds to View, 
Boundlefs Creation ! what art thou ? A Beam, 
A mere Efiluvium of his Majcfty : 
And fhall an Atom of this Atom-World 
Mutter, in Duft and Sin, the Theme of Heav'n ? 
Down to the Centre ihould I fend my Thought 
Thro' Beds of glitt'ring Ore, and glowing Gems,. 
Their beggar'd Blaze wants Luftre for my Lay ; 
Goes out in Darknefs : If, on tow'ring Wing,. 
I fend it through the boundlefs Vault of Stars ; 
The StaiSf tho' rich, what Drols their Gold to Thee, 
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Great ! Good ! Wife ! Wonderful ! Eternal King ! 
If to thofe con/cious Stars thy Throne around, 
Praife ever-pouring, and imbibing Blifs ; 
And aik their Strain ; They want it, mare they want^ 
Poor their Abundance, humble their Sublime, 
Languid their Ener^, their Ardor cold. 
Indebted ftill, their higheft Rapture burns ; 
Short of its Mark, defedtive, tho' divine. 

Still more — This Theme is Man's, and Man^s alone i 
Their vail Appointments reach it not : They fee 
On Earth a Bounty not indulged on high ; 
And do^mxjorti look for Heav*n*s fuperior Praife ! 
Firft-born of Ether ! high in Fields of Light ! 
View Man, to fee the Glory of your God 1 
Could Angels envy, they had envy'd her.e ;■ 
And fome dul eiiyy ; and the reft, tho*^ Gods, 
Yet ftill Gods unredeemed (there triumphs Man, 
Tempted to weigh the Duft againft the Skies) 
They lefs would feel^ tho* more adorn, my Theme* 
They fung Creation (for in that they fliar'd >) 
How rofe in Melody, the Child of Love ! . 
Creation^B great Superior, Man ! is Thine j 
Thine is Redemptivn ; They juft gave the Key % 
'Tis Thine to raife, and eternize, the Song j 
Tho* human, yet divine; for ihould not this 
Raife Man o*er Man, and kindle Seraphs here t 
Redemption ! 'twas Creation more fublime ; 
Redemption ! 'twas the LalDOur of tlie Skies ; 
Far more than Labour — It was Death in Heav'n, 
A Truth fo ftrange ! 'twere bold to think it true ; 
If not far bolder ftill, to difljelieve* 

Here paufe, and ponder : Was there Death in Heav'n ? 
What then on Earth ? On Earth, which ftruck the Blow ?. 
Who ftruck it? Who ?— O how is Man inlarg'd. 
Seen thro' this Medium ! how the Py^m^ \s3w't^\ 
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How counterpois'd his Origin from Duft ! 
How counterpois'd, to Dufl his fad Return I 
How voided his vaft diftance from the Skies ! 
How near he prefles on the Seraph's Wing ! 
Which is the Seraph ? Which the Born of Clay ? 
How This dcmonftrates, thro^ the thickell Cloud 
Of Guilt, and Clay condenft, the Son of Heav'n ! 
The iiouhle Son ; the Made^ and the Re-made ! 
And ihall Heav'n's double Property be loft ? 
Man's double Madnefs only can deflroy. 
To Man the bleeding Crofs has promis'd^//; 
The bleeding Crofs has fworn eternal Grace ; 
Who gave his Life, what Grace ihall He deny ? 
O ye ! who, from this ^ock ofjges, leap, 
Difd^nfiil, plunging headlong in the Deep ! 
What cordial Joy, what Confolation ilrong. 
Whatever Winds arife, or Billows roll. 
Our IntVeft in the Mafler of the Storm ? 
Cling therey and in wreck'd Nature's Ruins /mik ; 
While vile Apoftates tremble in a Calm. 

Man ! Know thyfelf. All Wifdom centres there ; 
To none Man feems ignoble, but to Man ; 
Angels that Grandeur, Men o'erlook, admire : 
How long fhall Human Nature be Their Book, 
Degen'rate Mortal ! and unread by Thee ? 
The Beam dim Rea/on fheds fhews Wonders There j 
What high Contents ! Illuftrious Faculties ! 
But the grand Comment^ which difplays at Full 
Our human Height, fcarce fever'd from Divine, 
By Heav'n compos'd, was publifh'd on the Cro/s^ 

Who looks on That, and fees not in himfelf 
An aweful Stranger, a Terreftrial God ? 
A glorious Partner with the Deity 
In that high Attribute, immortal Life ? 
If a God bieeds; he. bleeds not for a Worm : 
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I gSLze, and, as I gaze, my mounting Soul 
Catches ftrange Fire, Eternity ! at Thee ; 
And drops the World — or rather, more enjoys : 
How chang'd the Face of Nature ! how improved ! 
What feemM a Chaos, fhines a glorions World, 
Or, what a World, an £i/en ; heighten 'd all ! 
It is another Scene! another Self! 
And ftiU another, as Time rolls along ; 
And that a Self far more illuftrions ftill. 
Beyond long Ages, yet roll'd ap in Shades 
Unpierc'd by bold Conjefturc's keeneft Ray, 
What Evolutions of furpriiing Fate ! 
How Nature opens, and receives my Soul 
In boundlefs Walks of raptured Thwight ! Where God5 
Encounter, and embrace me ! What new Births 
Of 'ftrange Adventure, foreign to the Sun, 
Where what now charms, perhaps, wkatc'er exiftsj^ 
Old Timif and fair Creation^ are forgot ! 
Is this extravagant ? Of Man we form 
Extravagant Conception, to be juft : 
Conception unconfin'd wants Wings to reach him ; 
Beyond its Reach, the Godhead only, more. 
He^ the great Father ! kindled at one Flame 
The World of Rationals ; one Spirit pour'd 
From Spirit's aweful Fountain $ pour'd Himfelf 
Thro' all their Souls ; but not in equal Stream, 
Profiife, or frugal, of th* infpiring God, 
As his wife Plan demanded ; and when paH 
Their various Trials, in their various Spheres^ 
If they continue rational, as made, 
Reforbs them all into Himfclf again ; 
His Throne their Centre, and his Smile their Crowir^ 
• Why doubt we, then, the glorious Truth to fmg, 
Tho* yet unfimg^ as deem'dj perhaps, too bold I 
Angels are Men of a fupeiior Kind, ^ 
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Angels are Men in lighter Habit clad. 
High o'er celeflial Mountains wing'd in Flight ; 
And Men are Angels, loaded for an Hour, 
Who wade this miry Vale, and climb with Pain, 
And flipp'ry Step, ~the Bottom of the Steep. 

, Angels their Failings, Mortals have their Praife i 
While Here^ of Corps ethereal, fuch enroll'd> 
And fummon'd to the glorious Standard foon. 
Which flames eternal Crimfon thro' the Skies- 
Nor are our Brothers thoughtlefs of their Kin,. 
Yet abfent ; but not abfent from their Love- 
Mi chael has fought our Battles ; Rapharl fung 
Our Triumphs ; Gabriel on our Errands flown, 
Sentby theSOV'REIGN: Andarethefe, OMan! 
Thy Friends, thy warm Allies ? And Thou (Shame burn 
The Cheek to Cinder I) Rival to the Brate B 
Rdigion''& All. Defcending from the Skies 
To wretched Man, the Goddefe in her Left 
Holds out this World, and, in her Right, the next ; 
Religion ! the fole Voucher Man is Man ; 
Supjportef folc of Man above himfelf ; 
Ev'n in this Night of Frailty, Change, and Deaths 
She gives the Soul a Soul that A6ls a God. 
Religion ! Providence ! an After-State \ 
Here is firm Footing ; here is folid Rock % 
This can fupport us ; all is Sea befides ; 
Sinks under us 5 beftorms, and then devours.. 

. His Hand the good Man faftens on the Skies, 
And bids Earth roll, nor feels her idle Whirl. 

As when a Wretch, fr^ '•llLF^^^^ted Air^ 

Darknefs, and Stench, fl ^Ife Damps, 

And Dungeon-Jiorrors ^ difcharg'd,. 

Climbs forae fair Emit ' P^e 

Surrounds l^im, and Elj 
His Hearts ' hisS ^ 
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As if new-born, lie tiiom}^ ia the CSomp ; 
So joys the Soul, wlien from ingknoM Aiaa, 
And jfbrdid Sweets, from FenikBce snd Ftd^ 
Of Ties Teneftrial, iet at large, ibe sxnims 
To Reafon*% Region, lier own Elnnrrt, 
Breathes Hopes immortal , asd sfrfii ih; Sclei. 

Religion ! thon the Soul of Hxppiaf :'; ; 
And, groaning Cal'oarj^ of the: ! Tlte^e UJne 
The nobleft Traths ; t&ere firoagrfi Mti::va hi: j ; 
There (acred Violence aflanlts iLt SolI ; 
There, nothing bnt Compulfitx is fDrborr* 
Can Love allore os ? or can Terrar zvt r 
^<? weeps ! — the falling Drop pan dct dif Sar ; 
He fighs ! — the Sigh Earth's deep Foxiiiiiuar Ls^jsl, 
If, in his Love, io terrible, what dbes 
His Wrath inflam'd ? his Tenderseris on T'zrt ; 
Like (oft, (inooth Oil, ond>lazi:!g ooker Firs ' 
Can Pray'r, can Praife avert it : Thon, my Al^f 
My Theme I My InfpiratioB ! and my Cromra ! 
My Strengt}L in Age ! my Rife in lov L^zu- ! 
My Soul's Ambition, Pleafnre, Wcaltib !— nrv 'Vm£. ! 
My Light in Darknefs ! and my Ufe in Dead. .' 
My Boaft thro* Time ! Blifs thio' Evsnity i 
Eternity, too ihort to fpeak thy Praife ! 
Or fathom thy Profound of Love to M2JI ! 
To Man of Men die meaneft, ev'n to me ; 
My Sacrifice ! my God ! what Things are thrfe 1 

What then an THOU ? by ^±zt Xame fLsCl I call 
Knew I the Name devout Archangeh uf*:, IThoc r 

Devout Archangels (honid the Name ^Joy, 
By. me unrivalPd; Thoofands more fubUjn*:, 
None half fo dear, as that, fidiich, tLo' uxifpoke. 
Still glows at Heart: O how Omnipotence 
Is loft in Love 1 Thoo great PHILANTHROPIST r 
Father of Angels I but the Frkad cf Ma&\ 
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Like Jacob, fondeft of the younger born ! 
Thouy who didil fave hiin» fnatch the fmoking Brand 
Prom out the Flames, and quench it in thy Blood ! 
How art thon pleas'd, by BounXy to diftreis i 
To make us groan beneath our Gratitude, 
Too big for Birth ! to fiivour, and oonlbiiad ; 
To challenge, and to diftance, all Return ! 
Of lavifh Love flupendous Heights to foAr, 
And leave Praiie panting in the diflant Vale ! 
Thy Right too great defrauds Thee of Thy Due ; 
And facrilegious our fublimefl Song* 
But fince the naked fTiU obtains thy Smile» 
Beneath this Monument of Praiie unpaid^ . 
And future Life iymphonious to my Strainj 
<That nobleil Hymn to Heav'n !) Ifor ever lie 
Jntomb'd my Fear of Death! and ev'ry Fear^ 
The Dread of ev'ry Evil, but Thy Frown, 
Whom fee I yonder, (b demurely fmile } 
Laughter a Labour, and might break their Reft, 
Ye Quietiils, in Homage to the Skies! 
Serene I of foft Addrefs ! who mildly make 
An unobtrufive Tender of your Hearts, 
Abhorring Violence ! who halt indeed ; 
But, for the Blefling, nvreftU not with He^v'n ! 
Think you my Song too turbulent ? too warm/ 
Are PaffionSf then, the Piigans of the Soul ? 
Jteafin alone baptized? alone aniainyd 
To touch Things iacired ? 0b for Warmer ftill I . 
Guilt cjiills my Zeal, and Age benumbs my Pow'rs % 
Oh fen* .an humbler Heart, and prouder Song I 
THOU, my much-injur'd Theme ! with that foft Eye, 
Which melted o'er doom'd SaUmy deign to look 
Companion to the Coldnefs of my Breaft ; 
And Pardofi .to the Winter in my Strain* 

Oh 
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Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen, Formallfls ! 

On fuch a Theme, 'tis impious to be calm ; 

Paffion is Reafon, Tranfport Temper, here. 

Shall Heaven, which gave us Ardor, and has ihewn 

Her own for Man fb ftrongly, not difdain 

What finooth Emollients in Theology, 

decumbent Virtue's downy Doctors preach* 

That Profe of Piety, a lukewarm Praifc ? 

Rife Odours fweet from Incenfe umnflam*d? 

Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; 

But when it glows, its Heat is ftruck to Heav'n s 

To human Hearts her golden H^3 are ftrung ; 

liigh Heav'n's Orcbeftra chaunts w/itoM to Man. 
Hear I, or dream I hear, theijr diftant Strain, 

Sweet to the Soul, and ta(Ung (bong of Heav'n, 

Soft-wafted an celeftial Pitf^ Plume, 

Thisc^ the vaft Spaces of the Univerfc, 

To chear nie in this melancholy Gloom ? 

ph when will Duuh (now (tinglefs), like a Friend, 

Admit me of their Choir ? Oh when will Dtatb^ 

This oiould'rfng, old. Partition- Wall throw down ? 

Give Beings, one in Nature, one Abode ? 

Oh Death Divine ! that giv'H u« to the Skjies ! 

Great Future ! glorious Patron of the Paft^ 

And Prefent ! when (hall I thy Shrine adore ? 

From Nature's CMtinenty imnwnfely wide, 

Immenfely bjeft, this little IJU of Life^ 

This dark, incarcerating C^/wy, 

Divides us* Happy Day ! that breaks our Chain : 

That manumiis ; that calls from Exile home ; 

That leads to Nature's gr^eat MftrofoUs^ 

And re-admits us, thro' the guardian Hand 

Of elder Brothers, to our Father^ Throne ; 

Who hears our Advocate, and, thro' his Wounds 

Beholding Man, allows thta tender Name. 
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*Tk this makes Chrijiian. Triumph a Command : 
Tis this makes Joy a Duty to the Wife ? 
Tis impious, in a good Man, to be fad. 

Seefl thou, Lorenzo ! where hangs all our Hope^ 
Touch'd by the Cro/s, we live ; or, more than die ; 
That Touch which touch'd not Angels ; more divine 
Than that, which touch'd Confufion into Former 
And Darknefs into Glory ; partial Touch i 
Ineffably pre-eminent Regard ! 
Sacred to Man, and Sovereign thro* the whole 
Long golden Chain of Miracles, which hangs 
From Heav'n thro* all Duration, and fupports 
In one illuflrious, and amazing Plan, 
Thy Welfare, Nature I and thy God's Renown ; 
That Touchy with Charm celeilial, heals the Soul 
Difeas'd, drives Pain from Guilt, lights Life in Deaths 
Turns Earth to Heaven, to heav'nly Thrones transforms 
The ghaflly Ruins of the mouldering Tomb. 

Doll afk me when ? when H E who dy'd returns ? 
Returns, how chang'd ! Where then the Man of Woe ? 
In Glory's Terrors all the Godhead burns ; 
And all his Courts, exhaufted by the Tide 
Of Deities triumphant in his Train, " 
Leave a flupendous Solitude in Heaven ; 
Replenifht foon, replenifht with Increafe 
Of Pomp, and Multitude ; a radiant Band 
Of Angels new ; of Angels from the Tomh. 

Is this by Fancy thrown remote ? and rife 
Dark Doubts between the Promife, and Event ? 
I fend thee not to Volumes for thy Cure ; 
Read Nature ; Nature is a Friend to Truth ; 
Nature is Chriftian ; preaches to Mankind ; 
And bids dead Matter aid us in our Creed. 
Haft thou ne'er feen the Comet's flaming Flight ? 
Th' illuAno]x% Stranger paffing. Terror fheds 

On 
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On gaalng Nations^ froxk his fiery Train 
Of Length enormoas, takes his ample Ronnd 
Thro' Depths of Ether ; coafts unnomberM Worlds, 
Of more than fblar Glory ; doubles wide 
Hea^n's mighty Cape ; and then revifits Earth, 
From the long Travel of a thoufand Years. 
Thus, at the deftin'd Period, ihall return 
H E, once 6n Earth, who bids the Comet blaze : 
And, with Him, all our Triumph o'er the Tomb, 

Nature is dumb on this important Point ; 
Or Hope precarious in low Whifper breathes ; 
Fail/? fpeaks aloud, diftinft ; cv'n Adders hear. 
But turn, and dart into the Dark again* 
Faith buijds a Bridge acrofs the Gnlph of Death, 
To break the Shock blind Nature cannot fhun. 
And lands Thought fmoothly on the farther Shore. 
Death's Terror is the Mountain Faith removes 5 
That Mountain Barrier between Man and Peace. 
*Tis Fmth difarms Deftruftion ; and abfolves 
From ev*ry clam'rous Charge, the guiltlefs Tomb. 

Why difbelieve ? Lorenzo ! — ** Reafin bids, 
" All-facred Rcafon."— Hold her facred ftill ; 
Nor fhalt thou want a Rival in thy Flame : 
All-facred Reafin ! Source, and Soul, of all 
Demanding Praife, on Earth, or Eiarth above 1 
My Heart is thine : Deep in its inmoft Folds, 
Live thou with Life ; live dearer of the Two. 
Wear I the bleffed Crofs, by Fortune ilampt 
On paffive Nature, before Thought was born ? 
My Birth's blind Bigot ! fir'd with local Zeal \ 
No ; Reafin rebaptiz'd me when adult ; 
Weigh'd True, and Falfe, in her impartial Sc^c ; 
My Heart became the Convert of my Head ; 
And made that Choice, which once was but my Fate* 
♦* On Argument alone my Faith U buHx\" 
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RerftiH purfu'd is Faith ; and, unpurfa'd 
Where Proof invites, 'tis Reafon, then, no more : 
And fuch our Proof y That, or our Faitb is rights 
Or Reafon lyes, and Heav'n deiign'd it iMrong : 
Abfolve we This ? What, then, is Blafphemy ? 

Fond as we are, and juflly fond of Faith ^ 
Reafon, we ^rant, demands our iirft Regard ; 
The Mother honour'd, as the Daughter dear, 
Reafon the Root ; fair Faith is but the Flower : 
The fading Flpw*r ihall die ; but Reafon lives 
Immortal, as her Father in the Skies. 
When Faitb is Virtue, Reafon makes it fo. 
Wrong not the Chriftian ; think not Reafon ^tf«r/; 
'Tis Reafon our great Mafier holds fo dear ; 
'Tis Reafon^ % injured Rights His Wrath refents ; 
'Tis Reafon^s Voice obey'd, His Glories crown ; 
To give loft Reafon Life, He pour'd his own ; 
Believe, and fiiew the Reafon of a Man ; 
Believe, and tafte the Pleafare of a God ; 
Believe, and look with Triumph on the'Toml> : 
Thro* Reafon*s Wounds alone thy Faith can die ; 
Which dying, tenfold Terror gives to Death, 
And dips in Venom his twice-mortal Sting. 

Learn hence what Honours, what loud Paans^ due • 
To thofe, who pufh our Antidote afide ; * 
Thofe boafted Friends to Reafon, and to Man, 
Whofe f ital Love ftabs ev'ry Joy, and leaves 
Death's Terror heighten'd gnawing on his Heart. 
Thefe pompous Sons of Reafon idoliz'd, 
And vilify'd at once \ of Reafon dead. 
Then deify'd, as Monarchs were of old ; 
What Condud plants proud Laurels on their Brow ? 
While Lo<ve of Truth thro' all their Camp reibunds. 
The/ draw Pride's Curtain o'er the Noon-tide Ray, 
Spike up their Inch of Regifoti, on the P^t 

I ' Of 
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Of philofophic Wit, cdlPd Argument ; 

And then, exulting in their Taper, cry, 

«* Behold the Sun ;" And, /Ww»-like, adore. 

Talk fliey of Morals ? O thou bleeding IkjvcJ 
Thou Maker of new Morals to Mankind i 
The grand Morality is Love of Thee. 
As wife as Socrates, if fuch they were, 
(Nor will they 'bate of that fublime Renown) 
As ivi/e as Socrates, might juftly ftand 
The Definition of a modem Fool. 

A C H R I S T IAN is the hi^heft Stile of Man. 
And is there, who the bleiTed Crofs wipes off. 
As a foul Blot, from his dilhonour'd Brow ? 
If Ajigels tremble, 'tis at fuch a Sight : 
The Wretch they quit, defponding of their Charge, 
More ilruck with Grief or Wonder, who can tcH? 

Ye fold to Senfe ! ye Citizens of Earth ?- 
(For fuch alone the Chriftian Banner fly) . 
Know ye how wife your Choice, how great your Gain? 
Behold the Pidure of Earth's happieft Man : 
** He calls his Wifh, it comes; he fends it back. 

And fays, he call'd another ; that arrives. 

Meets the ikme Welcome ; yet he flill calls on ; 
** Till Oirir. calls him, who varies not his Call, 
^* But holds him faft, in Chains of Darknefs bound, 
** Till Nature dies, and Judgment fets him free; 
** A Freedom far lefs welcome than his Chain." 

But grgnt Man happy ; grant him happy long ; ^ 
Add to Life's higheft Prize her lateft Hour ; 
That Hour, fo iate, is nimble in Approach, 
That, like a Poll, comes on in full Career ; 
How fwift the Shuttle flies, that weaves thy Shroud] 
Where is the Fable of thy former Years ? 
Thrown down the Gulph of Time ; as far from Thet 
As they had ne'er been thine 9 the Pa^ vcl W'^xA^ 
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Like a Bird ftruggliog to get loofe, i^ going ; 

Scarce now poffefs'd, fo fuddenly 'tis gone ; 

And each fwift Moment fled, is Death advanced 

By Strides a^ fwift : Eternity is All ; 

And whofe Eternity ? Who triumphs there ? 

Bathing for ever in the Font of Blifs ! 

For ever balking in the Deity ! 

Lorenzo I who?— Thy Confcience ihall reply. 

O give it Leave to fpeak ; 'twill fpeak ere long. 
Thy Leave unafkt : Lorenzo! hear it now. 
While ufeful its Advice, its Accent mild« 
By the great Edifi, the Divine Decree, 
Tnah is depofited with Man's lafi How ; 

An honefl Hour, and faithful to her Truft ; 
Trufb^ eldeft Daughter of the Deity j 
Trut^f of his Council, when he made the Worlds ; 
Nor kfs, when he Ihall judge the Worlds he made ; 
Tho' filent long, and fleeping ne'er fo found, 
Smother'd with Errors, and opprefl with Toys, . 
That Heav'n-commifllon'd Hour no fooner calls. 
But from her Cavern in the Soul's Abyfs^ 
Like him they fable under ^fna whelm'd. 
The Goddefs burfts in Thunder, and in Flame ; 
Loudly convinces, and feverely pains. 
Dark Daemons I difcharge, and Hjdra-^ings ; 
The keen Vibration of bright Trut^—is Hell :. 
Jiift Definition 1 tho* by Schools untaught. 
Ye Deaf to Truth 1 perufe this Parfon'd Page, 
And tnift, for once, a Prophet, and a Priefl ; 
•* Men may live Fools, but Fools, they cannot 4i>.*' 
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NIGHT the FIFTH. 

T HE 

R EL APSE. 

Humbly Infcribed 
Ta the Right Honourable 

The Earl of Litchfield* 



LO R E N Z O I to recriminate is juft, 
Fondncfs for Facie is Avarice of Air, 
I grant tfe Man is vain who writes for Prai/e, 
Praife no Man e'er deferv'd, who fought no more. 

As juft thy Second Charge, I grant the Mufi 
l£as often blufli'd at her degenerate Sons, 
Retain'd by Sinfe to plea^ her filthy Caufe i 
To raife the Low, to magnify the Mean, 
And fubtilize the Grofs into Re£n'd : 
As if to magic Numbers powerful Charm 
'Twas giv'n,. to make a Civet of their Song 
Obfcene, arid fweeten Ordure to Perfume. 
Witf a true Pagan, deifies the Brute, 
And lifts our Swine-Enjoyments from the Mire* 

The Fad notorious, nor obfcure the Caufe. 
We wear the Chains of Pleafure, and of Pride^ 
The/e fhare the Man ; and thefe diflrafl hita th-ci v 
Draw drFrcnt Ways, and c\afti \ti \i^<&vc Q.Q\svTaaxA&» 
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Pride^ Vkt aft Eagle, Builds among the Stars ^ 
But Fka/urey Lark-like, 'nefls upon die Ground* 
Joys fkar'd by Brutc-Creatioh, PriJe refents ; 
Pkafwre embraces : Man would both enjoys 
And both at once : A Point how hard to gain ! 
But, what can't Wit, when ftung by ftrong Defire I 

Wit dares attempt thk ;airduous Enterprize. 
Since Joys of Senje can't rife to Reafon^t Tafie ; 
la fubtle Sophyftry^s laborious Forge, 
Wit hammers out a Reafon nenv^ that ilodps 
To fordid Scenes, and meets them with Applaufe*. 
Wit calls the Graces the <Jha(le Zone to loofe j 
Nor lefd than z plump God to fill the Bowl: 
A thoufand Phantoms, and a thoufand Spells^ 
A thoufand Opiates fcatters, to delude. 
To fafcinate, inebriate, lay aileep. 
And the fboPd Mind of Man delightfully conlbaad. 
Thus that which fhock'd the Judgment y ihocks ndmtic; 
That which gave Pride QFence, no more offendf .. 
Phafure and Pride^ by Nature mortal Foes,, 
At War eternal, which in Man (hall reign. 
By Wii^t Addreis, patch up a fatal Peace, 
And Hand in Hand lead on the rank Debauch,, 
From rank, refin'd to delicate and gay. 
Art^ curfed Art ! wipes off the indebted Blufh 
From Nature's Cheek, and bronzes ev'ry ShamiL 
Man fmiles in Ruin, glories in his Guilt, 
And Infamy flands Candidate for Praife, 

All writ by.Man in Favour of the Soul, 
Thefe fenfiud Ethics far, in Bulk, tranfcend. 
The Flow'rs of Eloquence, profufely pour'd 
O'er fpottcd Vice, fill half the lettered World. 
Can Powers of Genius exorcife their Page, 
And confecratt Enormities wjdi Song I 

Bat 
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But let not thefe inexpiable Strains 
Condemn the Mufc that knows her Dignity; 
Nor meanly flops at Time^ but holds the World 
As 'tis, in Nature's ample Field, a Point, 
A Point in her Efteem j from whence to ftart, • ^ 
And run the Round of univcrfal Space, 
To viiit Being univerfal there. 
And B.eing'8 Soured, that utmoll Flight of Mind ! 
Yet, fpite of this fo vaft Circumference, * 
Well knows, but what is Moralj nought is Great. 
Sing Syrens Only ? Do not Angels fing ? 
There is in Poejy a decent Pride, 
Which well becomes htr when fhe fpeaks to Pr^/:^ 
Her younger Sifter ; haply, not more wife, 

Think'fl thou, Lorenzo ! to find Pailimes here ^ 
No guilty PaiFion blown into a Flame, 
No Foible flatter'd. Dignity di(grac'd„ 
No Fairy Field of Fiftlon, all on Flow'r, 
No Rainbow Colours, here^ or filken Tale r 
But fblemn Coun/elsy Images of Awe, 
Truthsy which Eternity lets fall on Man 
With double Weight,^ thro' thefe revolving Spheres, 
This Death-deep Silence, and incumbent Shade : 
Thoughts y fuch as fhall reviiit your lad Hour ; 
Viiit uncall'd,. and live when Life expires ; 
And thy dark Pencil, Midnight ! darker ftill 
In melancholy dipt, embrowns the Whole. 

Yet this, ev'n Tbisy my Laughter-loving Friends I 
Lorenzo I and thy Brothers of the Smile ! 
If, what imports you moft, can mod en^ge. 
Shall deal your Ear, and chain you to my Song, 
Or if you fail me, know, the Wife fhall tafte 
The Truths I fing ; the Truths I fing fhall feel % 
And, feeling, give Afient $ and their Aflent 
Is ample Recompence; is more than l^i^i^^^* 
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Bat chiefly Thinly O Litchfield ! normiftake; 
Think not un-introduc'd I force my Way ; 
NARCX8SA9 not unknown, not unally'd. 
By Virtue, or by Blood,- illulbious Youth ! 
To thee, from blooming Amaranthine Bow'rs, 
Where all the Language Harmon^^ defcends 
Uncall'd, and aiks Admittance for the Mufe : - 
A Muie that will not pain thee with thy Praife ; . 
Thy Praife flic drops, by nobler fUll infpir'd. 

O Tl^ou I Bleft Spirit \ njohether the Supreme, ' 
Great antemundane Father ! in whofe fireaft 
Embry^o Creation, unborn Being, dwelt, 
An4 :all its v^ious Revolutions (oU'd 
Prefent, tho' future ; prior to themfelves ; 
l^hpie Breath can blow it into Nought again ; 
Or, from his Throne fome delegated Pow'r, 
Who, fludious of o^ur Peace, doft turn the ThoagHt . 
From Vain and Vile, to Solid and Sublime ! 
Unfeen thou lead'& me to delicious Draughts 
Of Jnfpiration, from a purer Stream, 
And fuller of the God, than that which burU 
From fam'd CaftaUa : Nor is yet allay'd 
My facred Thirfl; ; tho' long my Soul has^ang'd 
I'hro* pleafing Paths of Moraly and Di<vwe, 
By Thee fullain'd, and lighted by the S T AR S* 
By Them befl: lighted are the Paths of Tbmigbt 1 
Nights are their D^iys^ their moft illumin'd Hoars« 
By Dajty the Soul, o'erhome by Life's Career, 
Stunned by the Din, and giddy with the Glare, 
Reels far from Reaibn, joftlcd by the Throng. 
By Day the Soul is paflive, all her Thoughts 
ImposM, precarious, broken, ere mature. 
By Nighi from Objedb free, from Paffion cool. 
Thoughts uncontroul'd, and unimprefs'd, the Birtht 
Of pure JEIedion, arbitrary twaga^ 
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Not to the Limits of one World confin'd ; 
But from Ethereal Travels light on Eartbf 
.As Voyagers drop Anchor, for Repofe. 

Let Indians^ and the Gay, like Indians^ ibttd 
Of feather'd Fopperies, the Sun adore : 
Darkne/s has-ttiore Divinity for me ; 
It Ibikes Thought inward ; it drives back Ae Soul 
To fettle on Herfelf, our Point fuprnne ! 
There lies our Theatre ; there fits our Judge. 
Darkne/s the Curtain drops o'er Life's dull Scene i 
*Tis the kind Hand oi Providence ftrctcht out 
*Twixt Man and Vanity ; 'tis Reafim^z Reign, 
And Vtrtue^s too ; thefe Tutelary Sh^es 
Are Man's JJylum from the tainted Throng. 
Night h the gopd Man's Friend, and Guardian too ;* 
It no lefs re/cues Virtue, than in/pires. 

Virtue, for ever Frail, as Fair, below,; 
Her teader Natui« fufiers in the Cjnwd, 
Nor touches on the World, without a Stain t 
The World's infeSious ; few bring back at Evc^ 
Immaculate,, the Mannisrs of the Mom. 
Something we thought, is blotted ; we refohj*d^ 
Is fhaken ; we rikounc^d, returns again.t 
Each Salutation, may Aide in a-Sin> 
Unthought before, or ^x a iRmher Flaw. 
Nor is it flrange : Light, Motion, Qoncour/e, Ndfi, 

All, fcattep nr abroad ; Thought outward-bdund, 
Negledful. of our Home-afFairs, flies off 
In Fume and Diffipation, quits her Charge^ 
And- leaves the BreaH unguarded to the Foe, 

Pre/ent Example gets within our Guard,^ 
And ads wi^ double Force, by few TcpeU'd, 
Ambition fires Ambition 5 Lon)e of Gain 
Strikes, Hke a Peftilence, from Breaft to Breaft; 
tiict. Pride, Pnfdy^ ^lAoKN•v^lV(xn\KaleS6i:\■ < •■ 

1. V *"^^^ 
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And Inhumanity is caught from Man, 

From fmiling Man. A flight, a fingle Glance,. 

And fhot at random, often has brought home 

A fudden Fever, to the throbbing Heart, 

Of En^jy^ RanccuTy or impure Dejire. 

We fee, we hear, with Peril ; Safety dweDii. 

Remote from Multitude ; the World's ae School 

Of Wrongs and what ProAcients fwarm around ! 

We mii£k ixt imitate, or difapprove ; 

Muft. lift as their Accomplices, or Foes ; 

^hat flains our Innocence ; ^bis wounds our Peace.. 

From Nature's Birth, hence, Wi/dom has been (init. 

With fweet Recefs,^ and languifh'd for the Shade. 

This facx«d Shade, and Solitude, what is it?. 
'Tis the felt Prefenc^ of the Deity. 
Few are the Faults we Hatter when alone. 
Vice finks in her Allurements, is ungilt. 
And looks, like other Objects, black by Night.^. 
By Night an Atheift half-believes a God. 

Night is fair Virtue's immemorial Friend ;., 
The confcious Moon, thro' ev'ry diilant Age,, 
Has held a Lamp to Wi/dom^ and let fall. 
On Contemplation^ f^ Eye,, her purging Ray. 
The izxtC^Atheniany he who woo'd from Heav*n 
Pbilo/ophy the fair, to dwell with Men,. 
And form their Manners, not inflame their Pridc,„ 
While o'er his Head, as fearful to molcH 
His lab'ring Mijftd,, the Stars in Silence flide. 
And feem all gazing on their future Gueft, 
See him foliciting his ardent Suit 
In private Audience :. All the live-long Night,. 
Rigid in Thought,, and motionlefs, he flands ; 
Nor .quits his Theme, er Poflure, till the Sun 
(Rode Drunkaid, rifmg rofy from the Main I), 
ii&sab$ his &d)lex iatelk&ual Beam,, 
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And gives him to the Tumult of the World. 
Hail, precious Moments 1 iloPn from the black Wafte 
. Of murdcr'd Time ! Aufpicious Midnight ! Hail ! 
The World excluded, cv'ry Pailion hufli'd. 
And open'd a calm Intercourfe with Heav'u, 
Here the Soul fits in Council ; ponders fa/t, 
, Preddftines future A6tion 5 fcts, not feels> 
Tumultuous Life, and reafons with the Storm ; 
AH her Lyes anfwers, and thinks down her Charms« 

What aweful Joy ! What mental Liberty I 
r am not pent in Darknefs ; rather fay- v 
(If not too bold) in Darknefs I'm embowVd. 
Delightful Gloom ! the cluft'ring Thoughts around:. 
Spontaneous rife, and.bloifom in the Shade; 
fiut droop by Day,, and £cken in the Sun. 
Thought borrows Light elfewhere j from that Firfi'Yvst^ 
Fountain of Animation ] whence defcends 
Urania, my celeftial Guefl! who deigns. 
Nightly to vifit me,, {q mean ; and-n^ou 
Confcious how needful Difcipline to- Man, 
From pleafing Dalliance with the Charms of Night 
My wand'ring Thought recalls, to what excites 
Far other Beat of Heart ; Narcissa's Tomb !. 

Or is it feeble Nature calls me back,. 
And break? my Spirit into Giief agaifh ? 
Is it a Stygian Vapour in my Blood.? 
A cold, flow Puddle, creeping thro' my Veins ?. 
Or is it thus with all Men?;— Thus with all. 
What are we ? How unequal ! Now wc foar, 
And now wc fink ; to hc4he fame^ ttefcends 
Our prefent Prowefs^ Dearly pays the Soul 
For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her Clay. 
Reafin^ a baffled Counfellor! but adds 
The Blufh of Weaknefs, to the Bane of Woe.. 
The Hoblefl Spirit fighting her hard Fate^. 

E 6 >• 
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In this damp, dufky Region, qharg'd with Storms, • 
Bj*t feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; 
Or, flying, fliort her Flight, and fure her FalL 
Our utmoft Strength, when down, to rife again j 
And not to^ieU, tho' leatefty all our Praife. 

'Tis vain to feek in Men for more than Man. 
Tho* proud in Promiie, big in previous Thought,. 
Exfirience damps our Triumph. I, who late, 
Emj^ging from the Shadows of the Grave, 
Where Gr/V/* detained me Pris'ner, mounting high. 
Threw wide the Gates of everlafling Day, 
And calPd Mankind to Glory; ihook ofi^ Paim, 
Mortality fliook ofl^, in i£ther pure. 
And flruck the Stars 'ynow feel my Spirits fail ^ 
They drop mj^ from the Zenith ; dpwn I rufh. 
Like him. whom Fabk fledg'd with waxen Wings^ 
In Sorrow drown'd — but not, in Sorrow, loft« 
How wretched is the Man, who never mourned ! 
I dive for precious Pearl, in SorronjJ^ Stream : 
Not fo the thoughtlefs Man that only grieves f 
Take& all the Torment, and rejeds the Gain 
(Ineflimable Gain I) ; and gives Heav'n Leave 
To make him but more Wretched,, not more Wife. 

If Wifdom is our Leflfon (and what elfe 
Ennobles Man ? Wiiat eUe have Angels kamt ?)^ 
Grief! more Proficients in thy School are made,. 
Than Genius, or proud Learning, e'er could boafU 
Voracious Learning, often over-fed, 
Digefl:$ not injto Senfe her motley Mealb 
This Booh-^cafe, nrfdi dark Booty almofl burii:. 
This Forager on others Wifdom, leaves 
Her Native Farm, her Reafon, quite untilPd.. 
With mixt Manure flie furfeits the rank Soil, 
Dong'd^ but noi dreH; and rich to Beggary. 

I A Fomi^ 
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A Pomp imtameable of Weeds prevails.. 

Her Sertmni^'s Wealth incumber'd Wi/iiom mourns^. 

And what fays Genius? " Let thg. dullht Wife:* 
Geniusy tpo hard for Right,, can prove it Wrong ; 
And loves to boaft, where blufti Men lefs infpir'dv 
It pleads Exemption from the Laws of Sen/e ; 
Confiders Reafcn as a Leveller;- 
And fcoms to fhare a Blefilng with the Crowd*. 
That Wife it eould be,, thitlks an ample Claimt 
To Gloryy, and to Fleajure gives the reft. 
Crassus but ileep&^ Ar.j)rlxo is undone., 
Wifdom \tiz ihudders at a Fool^ than Wit. 

But Wifdom fmilesy when humbled Mortals weep.. ■ 
When Sorrow wounds the Breaft, aa Ploughs the Glebe^ 
And Hearts obdurate feel her fbft'ning Shower ;. 
Her Seed Cekfti^,. then,. gUd Wi/dttm fows \, 
Her golden Haiveft triumphs in the Soil.. 
if fOy N A.R CI s s A . I welcome my. Relapje ; 
Fll taife a Tax on my Calamity,, 
And reap- rich Compenfation ixt>m. my Pain^. 
I'll range the plenteous Intelledhial Field; 
And gather ev^ry^ Thought of fov'reign Power 
To chafe the moral Maladies of Man ; 
Thoughts y. which may: hear u-anfplanting to the Skies^ 
Tho' Natives of this coarfb penurious Soil ; 
Nor wholly wither thdre^ where Strapbs fing^. 
Refin'd, exalted,, not annuU'd, in Heav'n^. 
Reafony the Su& that gives them Birth, the famai- 
In either Clime, tho' more Dkftrious There. 
Thefe choicely cull'd, and elegantly rang'd,. 
Shal^-fbrm a. Garland for Naacissa's Tomb ;. 
And, peradventure,^ of no &ding FlowVsk 

Say, On what Themes ihall puzzled Choice defcead f 
•^ Th' Importajnce of Contemplating the Tomb ; 
*< Wy. Mea decKae U y Smide'i io^ Bi9:^k \. 
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** The various Kinds ef Grief; the Fauks of Agri 
** And Z)^/7/^'s dread Char^iier'---\xi\\\& Toy Song.** 
And, firft, th' Importance of our End furvey'd. 
Friends counfel quick Difmiidion of our Grief 
Miftaken Kindhefs- ! our Hearts heal too foon. 

Are They more kind than He, who ftruck the Blow ?. 
Who bid it do his Errand in our Hearts, 
And banifli Peace, till nobler Guefis arrive. 
And bring it back, a true, and endlefs Peace ? 
Calamities are friends : As glaring Z>^ 
Of thefe unnumbcrM Luftres robs our Sight ; 
Profperify puts out unnumber'd Thoughts 
Of Import high, and Light divine, to Man. 

The Man how bleft, who, fick of gaudy Scenes, 
(Scenes apt to thruft between Us and Ourfelves \) 
Is led by Choice to take his fav'rite Walk, 
Beneath Death!' s gloomy, filent, Cyprcfs Shades,. 

Unpierc'd by Vanity's fantaftic Ray ; 

To read h;s Monuments, to weigh his Dull, 

Vifit his Vaults, and dwell among the Tombs ! 

Lorenzo I read with me Narcissa's Stone ; 

(Narcissa was. thy Fav'rite) let us read 

Her moral Stone;- few Doftors preach fo well;- 

Few Orators fo tenderly can touch 

The feeling Heart. What Pathos in the Date! • ' 

Apt Word^ can flrike ; and yet in them we fee 

Paint Images of what we, here, enjoy. 

What Gaufe have IFe to build on Length of Life ? 

temptations, feize, when Fear is. laid, afleep ; 

And III foreboded is our flrongefl Guard. 
See from her Tomb, as from an humble Shrine> 

Truth f radiant Goddefs 1 fallies on my Soul,, 

And puts DeIufion*6 dufky Train to Flight ; 
JDi/pels the Mift our fulcry PaJJions raiie, 
Srom Oh]^S^ low, . teneftii^s «9\d obfcene ; 
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And fhews the Real Eflimate of Things ; 

Which no Man, unaffliAed, ever faw ; 

PuUs oiF the Veil frpm Firtke^s rifing Charms ;• 

Detects Temptation in a thoufand Lyes. 

Truth bids me lodk on Men, ziJutumn Leaves, 

And all they bleed for, a$ the Summer's Duft, 

Driv'n by the Whirlwind : Lighted by her Beams,. 

I widen my Horizon, gain new Powers, 

See Things inviiible, feel Things remote. 

Am prefent with Futurities ; think nought 

To Man fo foreign, as the ]oy%, pojfefi ;: 

Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the Grave*. 

No Folly keeps its Colour in her Sight ; 
Pale worldly Wi/dom lofes all her Charms ; 
In pompous Promife from. her Schemes prefbund,. 
If future Fate ihe plans, 'tis all in Leaves,. 
Like ^^7, unfubftantial, fleeting Blifs ! 
At the £rft Blaft it vaniihes in Air. 
Not fo, Cekftial: Wouldft thou know, Lorenzo !' 
How differ worldly Wi/dom y. and Divine? 
Jufl as the waning, and the waxing Moon. 
More empty wtfr/^iJ^^Wifdom ev'ry Day ; 
And ey'ry Day more fair her Ri'val fhines. 
When Later f there's lefsTime to play the Fool. 
Soon our whole Tei^n for Wifdom U cxpir'd' 
(Thou know'fl fhe calls no Council in the GraVe) : . 
And everlafling Fool is writ in Fire, 
Or real Wifdom wa^ us to the Skies. 

As worldly Schemes refemble SyhiPs^LezreSf ■ 
The good Man's Days to Syhits Rooks compare^ . 
(In antient Story read^ thott^know'fl the Tale) 
In Price flill rifing, as in Number lefs, 
Ineflimable quite his Final Hour. 
For That who Thrones can offer, offer Thrones ;i 
Ikifdvent Woxlds the Pnrchafe cannot pay^ 
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•* Oh let me die his Death !** all Nature cries. 
*' Then live his Life*'— All Natuw feltejrs.thcrc,- 
Our great Phyfician daily to confult. 
To commune with the Gra^ve, our only Cure. 

What Grave prefcribes the bcft ? — A Friend's ;• and yet, 
From a Friend's Grave, how foon we difengage !. 
Ev'n to the dearefH ^ his Marble, cold. 
Why arc Friends ravifht from us ? 'Tis to bind. 
By foft -«^^f?/Ws Tycs^ on human Hearts, 
The Thought of Death, which Rea/cn, too fiipine. 
Or mifemploy'd, fo rarely fallens nere. 
Nor Reafon, nor Affection, no, nor both 
Combined, can break the Witchcrafts of the World,, 
Behold th^ inexorable Hour at hand !.- 
Behold th' inexorable Hour forgot ! 
And to forget it, the chief Jim of Life,. 
Tho' well to ponder h, is Lifo's chief End:. 

Is Death, that ever threat'ning, ne'er remote^ 
That all-important,, and that .only fure, 
(Come when he will) an unexpeded Gueft ?; 
Nay, tho' invited by the loudeft Calls 
Of blind Imprudence^ unexpeded ftiU ?: 
Tho' num'rous Meflengers are fent before^ 
To warn his "great Arrival. What the Caujfr,, 
The wond'rous Caufe, of this myfterious HI ?. 
All Heav'n looks down aftonifh'd at the Sight.. 

Is it that Life has fown her Jcys fo thick,. 
We can't thruft in a fingle Care between ? 
Is it, that Life has fuch a Swarm of Caresy 
.The Thought of Death can't enter for the Thrwigf 
Is it, that Time fteals on with downy Feet, 
Nor wakes Indulgence from her golden- Dream ?. 
To-day is fo like Tefterday^ it cheats ; 
We take the lying Sifter for the fame. 
Life glides awzy 9 LoTiiL«Tio\ \a5i»« Brook;, 
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For ever changing, unpercciv'd the Change. 

Jn the fame Brook none ever baili'd him twice i 

To the iame Life none ever twice awoke. 

We call the Brook the ^me ; the fame we think 

Our Life» tho* flili more rapid in its Flow ; 

Nor mark the Much irrevocably laps'd^ 

And mingled with the Sea. Or (hall we fay^ 

(Retaining fUU the Brook to bear us on) 

That Life is like a Ve/Tel on the Stream ? 

In Life embark'd, we fmoothly down the Tide 

Of Time, defcendy but not on Time intent ; 

Amus'd, unconfcious of the gliding Wave 5 

Till on a fudden we perceive a Shock ; 

We ftart, awake, look out j what fee we there ? 

Our Wttle Bark is burft oq Qhoron^t Sbore^ 

Is this the Caufe J>eMth flies all human Thought^ 
Or is it Judgment^ by the WiU flruck blind^ 
That domineering lyUflrefs of the Soul ! 
Like hifit {o ftrong by DaUlab the fair I 
Or is it Fear turns 4:^tled Rea/on back*. 
Frgm looking down a Precipice fo Heop ? 
'Tis dreadful ; ^nd the Dread is wifely plac'di^ 
By Nature cpnfcious of the Make of Man. 
A dreadful Friend it is, a Terror kijjd, 
A flaming Sword to guaf d the Tree of Life.. 
By that un^w-d, in Life's moft'imiling Hour, 
The Good Man would repine ; woyld /ujfer Joys» 
And burn impatient for his promis'd Skies.. 
The Sadf on each punftilious Pique of Pride^ 
Or Gloom of Humour^ would give Rage the Rein« 
Bound o'er the Barrier^, jruih into the Dark, 
Aj[\d mar the Scenes of Providence below. 

What Groan was that,. Lorenzo ? — Furies ! rife j 
And drown, in your lefs execrabk Yell, . 
Britanni(ff% ^haoie.. There tpol^ her g^Uxita?| .^^^s^v. 
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On Wing impetuous, a black fullen SouT,^ 

Blafted from Hell, with horrid Luft of Death.. 

Thy Friend, the Brave, the Gallant Ahammty 

So cafl'd, {o thought— And then he fled the Fields 

Lefs'bafe the Fear of Death, than Fear of Life*' 

O Britaitiy infamous for Suicide ! 

An IJland in thy Manners ! far disjoin'd 

From the whole World of Rationah beiide ! . 

In ambient Waves plunge thy polluted Head, 

Wafh the dire Stain, nor ihock the Continent. 

But thou be fliock'd, while I deteft the Ciaufe 
Of Self-Jffimhy expofe the Monger's Birth, 
And \ivi Abhorrence hifs it round the World. 
Blame not thy Clime, nor chide the diftant Son ^ 
The Sun -is innocent, thy Clime abfolv'dr 
Jwmv^inr/' Climes kind Nature never made. 
The Caufe I fitig, in Edtn might prevail. 

And proves. It is thy Folly, not thy Fate. 

The Soul of Man (Let Man in Homage bow. 
Who names his Soul)^ a Native of the Skies ! 
Ijigh-born, and free, her Fceedom fhomld maintaiq^ 
Unfold, unmortgaged for Earth^s littlfe Bribes. 
Th* illuftrious Stranger, in this foreign Land, 
Like Strangers, jeakrus of her Dignity, 
Studious of Home, and ardent to return. 
Of Earth fufpicious. Earth'* % inchanted Cup 
With cool Referve light touching, fhouFd indulge^. 
On Immortality y her godlike Tafte ; 
There t2^ large Draughts ; make her chief Banquet thtrt. 

But fome reje£l this Snflenance divine ; 
To beggarly vile Appetites defcend ; 
Alk Alms of Earthy forGuefts rfiat came fromi%f^n;V^ 
Sink into Slaves ; and fell, for prefent Hire, 
Their rich ReveHion, and (what (hares its Fate); 
Th&Lt native Freedont^ to \iic ?x\tict v«Ko fwayt 
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This nether World. And when his Payments fail. 
When his foul Balket gorges them no more. 
Or their pall'd Palates loath the Baiket full ; 
Are inflantly, with wild demoniac Rage, 
For breaking all the Chains of Providence, 
And burfling their Confinement ; tho' fail barr'd 
By Laws divine and human ; guarded flrong 
With Horrors doubled to defend the Pais, 
The blackeil. Nature^ of din Quilt, can nuie ; 
And moated round with fkthomlefs DeftruSiion, 
Sure to'receive, and whekn them in theiv FalL 

Such, Britons I is the Caufe, to you unknown,. 
Or worfe, o'erlook'd j o'crlopk'd by Magiibatet^ 
Thus Criminals themfelves. I grant the Deed 
Is Madnefs ; but the Madnefs of the Heart. 
And what is that ? Our utmoft Bound of Guilt. 
A fenflia), unrefiedUng Life, is big 
l^th monftrotts Births, and Suicide^ to ciowtt 
The black infernal Brood. The Bold to break 
Heav'n's Law fupreme, and defperately ruih 
Thro' facred Natun^s Murder, on their own, 
Becaufe they never tinni of Death, they dic^ 
*Tis equally Man's Duty, Glory, Gain, 
At once to ihun, and meditate, his. End. 
When by the Bed of Languiihment we fit, 
(The Seat ofJFifdom! if our Choice, not Fate>. 
Or, o'er our dying Frfends, in Anguifh hailg. 
Wipe the cold Dew, or ftay the iinking Head, 
Number their Moments, and, in ev'ry Clock,. 
Start at the Voice of an Eternity ; 
See the dim Lamp of Life juil feebly lift 
An agonizing Beam, at us to gaze,. 
Then iink again, and quiver into Death,^ 
That moil pathetic Herald of our own ; 
How read we fqch fad Sc«ies ? As fcAt tt Maa\ 
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In perfeft Vengeance ? No ; in Pity fent. 

To melt him down, like Wax, and then impreft,. 

Indelible, DetUk!*^ Image on his Heart ; 

Bleeding for others, trembling for himfelf. 

We bleed, we tremble, we forget^ we fmilb. 

The Mind turns Fool, before the Cheek is dry* 

Our quick-returning Folly cancels all ; • 

As the Tide rufhing rafes what is writ 

In yielding 8ands, and fmooths the lettered Shore. 

Lorenzo ! haft thou ever weigh'd a Si^Jbf^ 
Or ftudy'd the Philofophy of Tears F 
(A Science, yet, unledlur'd in our Schoob !) 
Haft thou defcended deep into the Breaft, 
And fecn their Source ? If not, defcend with mc> 
And trace thefe briny Riv'lets to their Springs* 

Our Funeral Tears, from diiPrent Caufes rife* 
As if from fep'rate Cifterns in the Soul, 
Oi'uarhus Kinds^ they flow. From tender Hearts^ 
By fofe Contagion call'd, fonu burft at'once. 
And ftream obfeqniotis to the kading £ye»- 
Zome alk more Time, by curious Art diftill'd* 
Borne Hearts in iecret hard, unapt to melt. 
Struck by the Magic of the Public Eye, 
Like MosEs^ fmitten Rock, gufh out amain. 
Some weep to fliare the Fame of the Deceased, 
So high in Merit, and to them fo dear. 
They dwell on Praifes, which they think they fhare^ 
And thus, without a Blufh, commend Themfelvcs. 
Some mtourn in Pro^f, that fomething they could love ;. 
They weep not to relie<ue their Grief, buty^^o*;. 
Some weep in perfect Juftice to the Dead,. 
As confcious all their Love \% in Arrear.. 
Some mifchievott/Iy weep, not unappris*d. 
Tears, fbmetimes, aid the Conqueft of an Eye. 
W.itik whstt Addrcfs the fo& Ef be/iaiu drwf 



The Rel'ap s F. 93 

Their Sable Net-work o'er entangled Hearts ? 
At feen thra' Cryftal, how their Rofes glow. 
While liquid Pearl runs trickling down their Cheek ? 
Of hers not prouder Egypth wanton Queen, 
Carottiing Gems» herfelf diiTolv'd in Love. 
Some yfetip at Deaths abHraded from th« DeaJ^ 
And celebrate, like Charles, their own Decea(e. 
By kind ConihtidUon fome are deenCd to weep, 
Becaufe a decent Veil conceals their Joy. 

Some weep in Eameft, and yet weep in Vain ; 
As deep in Indifcretion, as in Woe. 
FaJJtunf blind Pafllon ! impotently pours 
Tears, that deftrye more Tears ; while Reafin flcepj j 
Or gazes, like an Idiot, unconcem'd ; 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the Storm ; 
Knows not it fpeaks to Her^ and her akne. 
Irrationals all Sorrow are beneath. 
That noble Gift ! that Privikgc of Man ! 
From Sorrvw^% Pang, the Birth of endlefs Joy. 
But Tkefe are barren of that Birth divine : 
They weep impetuous, as the Summer-Storm, 
And full as fhort ! The cruel Grief foon tam'd. 
They make a Paflime of the ftinglefs Tale ; 
Far as the deep-refbunding Knell, they fpread 
The dreadful News, and hardly feel it more. 
N© Grain of Wifdom pays them for their Woe, 

Half-round the Globe, the Tears pumpt up by Death 
Are fpent in watering Vanities of Life 5 
In making Folfy flourifli ftill more fair. 
When the fick Soul, her wonted Stay withdrawn, 
Jleclines ou Earth, and forrows in the Duft ; 
Inflead of learning, therey her true Support 9 
Tho' there thrown down her true Support to learn. 
Without Heaven's Aid impatient to be bleft. 
She crawls to the next Shrub, or Bramble vUe^ 
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Tko' from Ae (lately Cedar's Anns fhc fell j ' 
With ftale, forefworn Embraces, clings anew. 
The Stranger weds, and bloflbms, as before. 
In all the fruitlefs Fopperies of Life : 
Prefents her Weeii, well-fanfy'd, at the Ball, 
And raffles for the Deatb^s^Head on the Ring, 

So wept AvRELiA, till the deilin'd Youth 
Stept in, with his Receipt for making Smiles, 
And benching Sables into bridal Bloom. 
So wept Lojt£N20 fair Clarissa's Fate; 
Who gave that Angel Boy, on whom he doats ; 
And dy'd to give him, orphan'd in his Birth ! 
Not fiich, Narcissa, my Diflreis for Thee. 
1*11 make an Altar of thy (acred Tomb, 
To facrifice to Wifdom.— What waft Thou ? • 
** Toungf Gay, and portmuite /" Each yields a Theme* 
I'll dwell on each, to ihun Thought more fevercj 
(Heav'n knows I labour with feverer ftill4) 
I'll dwell OB each, and qidte exhauft thy Death. 
A Soul without Refledion, like a Pile 
Without Inhabitant, to Ruin run^. 

And Firft, thy routi. What fays it to Grey Hain ? 
Narcissa, I'm become tby Pupil wciv*— 
Early, Bright, Tranfient, Challe, as Morning Dew. 
She Sparkled, was exhal'd, and went to Heav'n. \ 
Time on this Head has fnow'd ; yet ftill 'tis boroe 
Aloft ; nor thinks but on another's. Grave. 
Cover'd with Shame I fpeak it, Jge fevere 
Old worn-out Vice fets down for Virtue fair ; 
With gracelefs Gravity chaftifing Youth, 
That Youth chailisM furpafling in a Fault, 
Father of all,' Forgetfulnefs of Death : 
As if, like Objeds preffing on the Sight, 
DeatJb had advanc'd too near us to be ieeir^ 
Or, that Ufc^s Loan Tim lipen'd into Right $ 

And 
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And Men might plead Prefcription from the Grave ; 
Deathlefsy from Repetition of Reprieve. 
Deathlefs ? far from it ! /nch are dead already ; 
Their Hearts are bury'd, and the World their Grave. 

Tell me, fome God ! my Guardian Angel ! tell. 
What thus infatuates ? what Inchantment plants 
The Phantom of an Age 'twixt us and Death 
Already at the Door ? He knocks, we hear hxm. 
And yet we will not hear. What Mail defends 
Our untouch'd Hearts > What Miracle turns off 
The pointed Thought, which from a thouiaad Quiven 
Is daily darted, and is daily (hunn'd ? 
We ftand, as in a Battle, Throngs on Throngs 
Arcund us falling ; wounded oft our/elves ; 
Tho' bleeding with our Wounds, immortal ftill ! 
We fee Time's Furrows on another's Brow, 
And Death intrench'd, preparing his AfTault ; 
How few Themfelves, in that juft Mirror, fee ! 
Or, feeing, draw their Inference as ftrong I 
T'l^ere Death is certain ; doubtful Here : He mujf^ 
And Jbon ; We may, within an Jf^e, expire. 
Tho' grey our Heads, our Thoughts and Aims are green ; 
Like damag'd Clocks, whofe Hand and Bell dilTtnt ; 
Fally fmgs Six, while Naticre points at Twelve. 

Abfurd Longevity ! More, More, it cries : 
More Life, more Wealth, more Tralh of cv'ry Kind. 
And wherefore mad for more, when Reliih fails ? 
Ohjeffy ^SiAJppetitey muft club for Joy j 
Shall Foliy labour hard to mend the Bow, 
Baubles,- 1 xnean, that ilrike us from ivi:hoiit^ 
While Natwri is relaxing ev'ry String r 
Aik ^'bought for Joy ; grow rich, and hoard 'Uiithin. 
Think you the Soul, when this Life's Rattles ceaie. 
Has nothing of more Manly to focceed ? 
Ccmtra£t the TaAe immortal \ leank tv'u Komi 
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To rclifli wkat alone fubfifts hereafter. 

Di'vine^ or noney henceforth your Joys for even 

Of Jge the Glory is, to <wi/h to die. 

That Wifli is Prai/e and Promife ; it applauds 

Pail Life, and promifes our future Blifs. 

What Weaknefs fee not Children in their Sires ? 

Grand-climadlerical Abfurditics ! 

Grey-hair'd Authority, to Faults of Youth, 

How ihocking ! It makes Folly thrice a Fool j 

And our firft Childhood might our laft defpife* 

Peace and Efieem is all that Age can hope. 

Nothing but Wifdom gives the firft ; the laft^ 

Nothing, hvX t\i^ Refute of being. Wi/e, 

Tolly bars both ; our Age is quite undone. 

What JPolly can be ranker ? Like our Shadows^ 
Our Wifhes lengthen, as our Sun declines. 
No Wifh (hould loiter, then, this Side the Grave. 
Our Hearts fhoold leave the World, before the KneU 
Calls for our Carcafes to mend the Soil. 
Enough to live in Tempeft, die in Port ; 
jige fliould fly Concourfe, cover in Retreat 
Defeats of Judgment ; and the WilPs fubdue ; 
Walk thoughtful on the filent, folemn Shore 
Of that vaft Ocean it muft fail fo foon ; 
And put Gcod-ivorh on Board ; and wait the Wind 
That Ihortly blows us into Worlds unknown. 
If unconfider'd too, a dreadful Scene ! 

All (hould be Prophets to themfelves ; forefee 
Their future Fate ; their future Fate foretafle ; 
This Art would wafte the Bitternefs of Death. 
The Thought of Death alone, the Fear deflroys. 
A DifafFedtion to that precious Thought 
Is more than Midnight Darknefs on the Soul, 
Which fleeps beneath it, on a Precipice^ 
Puff'd off by the firft Bbft, wd loft for ever. 

TJoft 
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Doft alk, Lorenzo, why fo warmly prcft. 
By Repedtion hammered on thine Ear, 
The Thought of Death ? That Thought is the Machine, 
The grand Machine ! that heaves us from the Duft, 
And rears us into Men. That Thought ply'd home 
Will foon reduce the ghaftly Precipice 
0*er hanging Hell, will foften the Defcent, . '^ 
And gently Hope our PafTage to the Grave ; 
How warmly to be wifht ! What Heart of Flefli 
Would trifle with Tremendous ? dare Extremes ? 
Yawn o'er the Fate of Infinite ? What Hand, 
Beyond the blackefl Brand of Cenfure bold, 
(To fpeak a Language to$ ivell known to Thee) 
Would at a Moment give its All to Chance, 
AnA ftamp the Die for an Eternity ? 

Aid me, Narcissa t aid me to keep Pace 
With Deftinp ^ and ere her SciiTars cut 
My Thread of Life, to break this tougher Thread 
Of Moral Death, that ties ine to the World. 
Sting thou my flumb'ring Rea/ont6 fend forth 
A Thought of Obfervation on the Foe ; 
To fally ; and furvey the rapid March 
Of his ten thoufand Me/Tengers to Man ; 
Who, jEHU-like, behind him turns them all. 
All Accident apart, by Nature fign'd. 
My Warrant is gone out, tho* dormant yet ; 
Perhaps behind one Momeiit lurks my Fate. 

Muft I then fornvard only look for Death ? 
Back^ward I turn mine Eye, and find him there. 
Man is a Self-furvivor ev'ry Year. 
Man, like a Stream, is in perpetual Flow. 
Death's a Deftroyer of Quotidian Prey. 
My Youtby My Noon-tide, His ; my Tejterdaji 
The bold Invader fhares thtpre/ent Hour. 
Each Moment on the Formex' ihuts Uic Gtl^^% 
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While Man -is growing, Life is in Decreafe ; 
And Cradles rock us nearer to the Tomb* 
Our JBirth is nothing but our Death begun ; 
As Tapers wafte, that Inflant they take Fire, 

Shall we then fear, left that fhauld come to pafs. 
Which comes to pafs each Moment of our Lives ? 
If fear we muft, let that Death turn us pale^ 
Which -murders Strength and Jrdor ; what remains 
Should rather call on Death, than dread his Call. 
Ye Partners of my Fault, and my Decline ! 
Thoughtlefs of Death, but when your Neighbour's Knell 
(Rude Vifitant !) knocks hard at your dull Senfe, 
And with its Thunder fcarce obtains your Ear ! 
Be Death your Theme in ev'^y Place and Hour ; 
Nor longer want, ye Monumental Sires ] 
A Brother Tomb to tell yau you ihall die. 
That Death you dre:ad (fo great is Nature's Skill !) 
Know, JQU fhall courty before you fhall enjoy. 

But you are learn'd ; in Volumes, deep you fit % 
In Wifdom, fhallow : Pompous Ignorance ! 
Would you be Hill more learned^ than the Learn 'd ? 
Learn well to know how much need not be known. 
And what that Knowledge ^ which impairs jour Serife. 
Our needful Knowledge^ like our needful Food, 
Unhedg'd, lies open in Life's common Field 3 
And bids all welcome to the Vital FeafL 
You fcom what lies before you in the Page 
Of Nature and Experience^ Moral Truth ; 
Of indifpenfable, eternal Fruit ; 
Pruit, on which Mortals feeding, turn to Gody^ 
And dive in Science for diftinguifh'd Names, 
Difhoneft Fomentation of your Pride ; 
Sinking in Virtue, as you rife in Fame. 
Your Learning, like the Lunar Beam, affords 
Itight, but not Heat^ it leayes you und^vout^ 
. ' 7 ' Ftoioi 

\ 
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'Frozen at Heart, while Speculation Ihine*. 
Awake^ ye curious Inda^ators ! . fond 
Of knowing All, but what avails you, known. 
If you would learn JXtath^^ Charailery .attend. 
All Cafls of Condufl^ all Degrees, of Healthy 
All Dies of. Fortune, and all Dates of Age, 
Together fliook in his impartial Ur a, 
^Come. forth at random.: Or if Choice. is mad^ 
The Choice. is quite y2irray?/V, . and infults 
AH bold Conjefture, and fond Hopes of MaA* 
What countlefs Multitudes, not only leave^ 
But deeply difappoint us, by their Deaths ! 
Tho' great our Sorrow, greater our Surprize. 

Like other Tyrants, Death delights to fmite, 
"What, fmitten, moil proclaims the Pride of Pow-^ 
And arbitrary. Nod. His Joy fi^preme. 
To bid the Wretch {urvive the Fortunate.; 
The Feeble wr^p th' Athletic in his Shroud ; 
And weeping Fathers build their Childrens Tomb ; 

Me Thine, Narcissa! r What tho'fliort thy Date i 

Virtue i not »rol ling -Suns, the Mind matures. 
That Life is loijg, which anfwers Life's great End* 
The Time that bears no Fruit, deferves no Name.5 
The Man of Wifdom is the Man of Years. 
In hoary Youth Met'hvsalems may die; 
O.how mifiiated on their flatt'ring Tombs ! 

Narcissa 's Toutb has ledur -d me thus far» 
And can h^r Gaiety give Counfel4oo ? 
That, like the Je^s fam'd Oracle of Gems, ' 

Sparkles Inftrudlion ; fuchas throws new Lights 
And opens more the CharaUer ofDe^by 
III kno>Vn to thee, Lorenzo ! this thy Vaunt : 
-•* Give Death his Due, the Wretched, and the Old 5^ 
<^ Ev*n let him fweep his Rubbifh to the Grave ; 
-^^ Let him not violate land Nature'i Law&i 
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•• But own Man born to Li've^ as well as Die.** 
Wretched and Old Thou giv'ft Him ; Tning and G«f 
He takes ; and Plunder is a Tyrant's Joy. 
What if I prove, *< The fartheft from the Fear, 
" Are often neareft to the Stroke of Fate V* 

All, more than common, menaces an End, 
A Blaze betokens Brevity of Life : 
As if bright Embers fhould emit a Flame, 
Glad Spirits fparkled from Narcissa's Eye, 
And made Youth younger, and taught Life to livci 
As Nature's Oppoiites wage eiidlefs War, 
For this Offence, as Treafon to the deep 

• Inviolable Stupor of his Reign, 
Where Lufl^ and ixahxiltnX. Ambition^ fleep, 
Debth took fwift Vengeance. As he Life detefb. 
More Life is ftill more odious ; and, reduc'd 
By Conqueft, aggrandizes more his Pow'r. 
But ^wherefore aggrandiz'd ? By Heav'n's Decree, 
To plant the Soul on her eternal Guard, 
In aweful Expcdation of our End. 
^hus runs Death's dread Commiilion : " Strike, bat^, 
•* As moft alarms the Living by the Dead." 
Hence Stratagem delights him, and Surprize^ 
And cruel Sport with Man's Securities. 
Not fimple Conqueft, Triumph is his Aim ; 
And, where leaft fear'd, there Conqueft triumphs moft* 
This proves my bold Aifertion not too bold. 

What are His Arts to lay our Fears afleep } 
Siberian Arts his Purpofes wrap up 
In deep Diilimulation's darkeft Night. 
Like Princes unconfeft in foreign Courts, 
Who travel under Cover, Dsaih affumes 
The Name and Look oi hife^ and dwells among us. 
He takes all Shapes that fenre his black Defigni : 

Tbo* MaJicr of a widet Em^^irc &r 

I Thaa 
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Than that, o'er which the Roman Eagle flew ; 
Like NerOf he's a Fidler^ Charioteer^ 
Or drives his Pbaetoiti in Female- Guife ; 
Q^tt uniUfpedled, till, the Wheel beneath. 
His difarray'd Oblation he devours. 

He moft afieds the Forms leaft lik&himfelf. 
His (lender Self. Hence barly Corpulence 
Is his familiar Wear, and (leek Difguife. 
Behind the rofy Bloom he loves to lurk, . 
Or ambttfii in a Smile ; pr wanton dive 
In Dimples deep ; Love's Eddies, which draw in 
Unwary Hearts, and (ink them in Defpair. 
Such, on Narcissa's Couch, he loiter'd long 
Unknown ; and, when deteded, ililj was feen 
To /mile ; fuch Peace has Innocence in Death ! 

Moft happy, they ! whom leaft his Arts deceive. 
One Eye on Death, and one full £x'd on Heav^tit 
Becomes a Mortal, and Immortal Man. 
Long on his Wiles a piqu'd and jealous Spy, 
IVe feen, or dreamt I faw, the Tyrant dre/s ; 
I«ay by his Horrors, and put on his Smiles. 
Say, Miife, for thou remtmhct'^y call it backj 
And (hew Lorenzo the furpri(ing Scene; 
If 'twas a Dream, his Genius can explain. 

'Twas in a Circle of the Gay I (lood. 
Death would have ei\ter'd ; Nature puiht him back; 
Supported by a Doftor of Renown, 
His Point he gain'd. Then artfully di/mijf 
The gage 5 for Death de(ign'd to be concealed. 
He gave ah old vivacious Ufurer 
His meagre Afped, and his naked Bones ; 
In Gratitude for plumping up his Prey, 
' A pamper'd spendthrift ; whofe fantaflic Air, 
Well-fa(hion'd Figure, and cockaded Brow, 

F 3 V«, 
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He took in Change, and underneath the Pridc* 
Qf coftly Linen, tuck'd his filthy Shroudv = 
His crooked Bow he ftraiten'd to a Cane ; 
And hid his deadly Shafts in Myra's Eye, 

The dreadful Mafquerader, thus equipt, 
Out-fallies onr Adventures. Afk you'where ? 
Where is he not? P'or his peculiar Haunts, 
Let this fuifice ; fure as Night foHows Dky, 
BeaiJ^ treads in Pleafure^i Footfteps round the World,.. 
When Pleafure treads tlie Paths, which Reafin ihun5« 
When*, againft R^eafon, Riot ihuts the Door, 
And G<i/V/y-fupplies the Place o£ Seft/e, 
Then, foremoft at the Banquet, and the Ball, 
DeafJh leads die Dance, 'or ftamps the deadly Die ;: 
Nor ever fails the midnight Bowl to crowli.. 
Gaily caroufing to his gay Compeers,. 
Infy he laughs,*^ to fee them lau^H at him^ 
As abfent far : And when the Revel bums, * 
When Fear is banilh'd, and triumphant Thoughl^ 
Calling for all the Joys beneath the Moon, 
Againfl him turns the Key ; and bids him fup 
With their Progenitors — He drops his Maik ; 
Frowns out at full ; they flart, defpair, expire. 

Scarce with more fudden Terror and Surprize, 
From his black Mafque of Nitre, touched by Fire^ 
He bttrHs, expands, roars, blazes, and devours. 
And is not this triumphant Treachery, 
And more tian-fimpU Conquefty in the Fiend ? 

And now, Lorenzo, doft thou- wrap thy Sooi 
In foft Security, because unknown 
Which Moment is commifiion'd to deftroy ? 
In Death' % Uncertainty thy Danger lies. 
Is Death uncertain ? Therefore Thou be fixt ; 
Fixt 45 a Centinel, all Eye, ail Ear, 
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-Ati £xpe6tation of the coming Foe, 

Hoafe, HsRid in Arms; nor lean againft thy Spear; 

Left Slumber ileal one Moment o'er thy Soul, 

And Fate fm-prife thee nodding. Watch, be flrong ; 

Thus give each Day the Merit, and Renown, 

Of dying well ; tho' doom'd but once to die. 

Nor let Life's Period hidden (as from- inoll) 

Hide foo from Thee the precious l^ of Life. 

Early, horfudden, was Narcissa's Fate. 
Soon, not furprifing, Deat/? his Vifit paid. 
Her Thought went forth to meet him on his Way, 
Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die. 
Tho* Fortune top (our third and final Theme); 
As an Accomplice, play'd her gaudy PJumc.'^, 
And €v*ry glitt'ring Gewgaw, on her Sight, 
To dazzle, and debauch it from its Mark. . 
DeaiV% dreadfiil Advent is the Mark of Man ; 
And ev'iry Thought that mifles it, is blind. . 
Fortuncy with Youth and Gaiety ^ confpir'd 
To weave a trifle Wreath of Happinefs 
(If Happinefs on Earth) to cro^^n her Brow, 
And could Death charge thro' fuch a ihining Shield ? 

That ihining Shield in*vitcs the Tyrant's Spear. 
As if to damp our elevated Aims, 
And ftrongly preach Humility to Man* ' 
O how portentous' is Profperity ! 
How, Comet-like, it threatens, while it ihines ! 
Few Years but yield us Proof of Death's Ambition> 
To cull his Vidims from the faireft Fold, 
And ftieath his Shafts in all the Pride of Life. 
When flooded with Abundance, purpled o'er 
With recent Honours, bloom'd with ev'ry Blifs, 
Set up in Oftentation, niade the Gaze, 
The gaudy Ccntre> of the publick Eye, 
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When Fortune thus has tpfs'd hfer Child in Air^ 
Snatcht from the Covert of an humble State, 
How often have I feen him dropt at once. 
Our Morning's Envy ! and our Ev'ning's Sigh I 
As if her Bounties were the Signal giy'n. 
The flow'ry Wreath to mark the Sacrifice, 
And call Death's Arrows on the deftin'd Prey. 

High Fortune feems in cruel League with Fate, 
Aik you for what ? To give his War on Man 
The deeper Dread, and more illuflrious Spoil j 
Thus to keep daring Mortals more in Awe* 
And bums Lorenzo flill for the Sublime 
Of Life ? to hang his airy Neft on high. 
On the flight Timber of the topmoft Bough, 
Rockt at each Breeze, and menacing a Fall I 
Granting grim Death at equal Diflance there j 
Yet Peace begins jult where Jmhition ends. 
What makes Man wretched ? Happinefs denfdf 
Lorenzo ! no : 'Tis Happinefs dijdain^d. 
She comes too meanly dreft to win our Smile j 
And calls herfelf Content, 2. homely Name 1 
Our Flame is Tranjport, and Content our Sconu 
Ar,ihition turns, and Khuts the Door againft her. 
And weds a ToiU a Tempefty in her Head ; 
A Temp eft to warm Tr an/port near of kin* 
Unknowing what our mortal State admits. 
Life's modeft Joys we ruin, while we raife ; 
And all our Ecflafies are Wounds to Peace : 
Peace, the full Portion of Mankind below. 

And fince thy Peace is dear, ambitious Youth \ 
Of P'ortune fond, as thoughtlefs of thy Fate 1 
As late I drew Deaths Picture, to lUr up . 
Thy wholefome Fears'; now, drawn in Contraft, fee 
C^y Fortune^Sf thy vain Hopes to reprimand. 

See, 
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See, high in Air, the fportive Goddefs hangs. 
Unlocks her Caiket, fpreads her glittering Ware, 
And calls the giddy Winds to puff abroad 
Her random Bounties o'er the gaping Throng. 
All rufh rapacious ; Friends o'er trodden Friends ; 
Son^ o'er their Fathers, Subjedls o'er their Kmgs, 
Priefls o'er their Gods, and Lovers o'er the Fair, 
(Still more ador'd) to fnatch the golden Show'r. 

Goiii glitters moft,' where /7r/i^r fliines no more ; 
As Stars from abfeht Suns have Leave to fhine. 
O what a precious Pack of Votaries 
Unkennell'd from the Prifons, and the Stews, 
Pour in, all op'ning in their Idol's Praife ! 
All, ardent, eye each. Wafture of her Hand, 
And, wide-expanding their voracious Jaws, 
- Morfel on Morfel fwiailpw down unchew'd, 
Unfalled, thro' mad Appetite for more ; 
Gorg'd to the Throat, yet lean and'rav'nous ftill. 
Sagacious All, to trace the fmalleil Game, 
And bold to feize the greateft. If (bleft Chance I) 
Court-Zephyrs fweetly breathe, they launch, they fly. 
O'er Juft, o'er Sacred, all forbidden Ground, 
Drunk withtTie burning Scent of Place or Pow'r, 
Staunch to the Foot of Lucre, till they die. 

Or, if for Men you take them^ as I mark 
Their Manners, • Thou their various Fates furvey. 
With Aim mif-meafur'd, and impetuous Speed, 
Soiae darting, ftrikc their ardent Wifh far oiF, 
Thro' Fury to poflefs it : Some fucceed. 
But ftumble', and let fall the taken Prize. 
From /ome, by fudden Blafts, 'tis whirl'd away. 
And lodg'd in Bofoms that ne'er dream'd of Gain* 
To /ome it fticks fo clofe, that, when torn olF, 
Torn is the Man^ and mort^ is the Wound. ^ 
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Vet Thou waft only near me ; not myfelf. *► 

Survive w^felf? — That cures all other Woe. 
Narcissa lives; Philander is forgot. 
O the foft Commerce ! O the tender Tyes, 
Clofe-twifted with the Fibres of the Heart \ 
Whichy brokeil, break them ; and drain off the Soul 
Of Human Joy ; and make it Pain to live— - 
And is it then to live ? When fu€h Friends part^. 
*Tis the Survivor dies— My Heart ! no mone.. 
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preface. 

"pEW Ages ba've been deeper in Difpute oBout Religion^ 
. than this. The Difpute about Religiorty and the Practice 
rf ity feldom go together. The Jhorter^ therefore^ the Dif- 
fute^ the better.. I think it may be reduced to this Jingle 
^eftion^ Is Man Immortal, or \% he not } If he is not^, 
all ourDifputes are mere Amufements^ or Trials of Skill. In- 
fhij Cajjet Truth,, Reaion^ RcUg^\Oiv,,nwUc\) jgini* ^ut "D'^S'^ 
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taurfis fuch Pomp and Soiimnity^ tuee (as nviJl h$ fiftnjm) mm 
impty Sounds y without an^ Meaning in them. But if Alan 
is Immortal, it nvill behove him to Be ntery ferious about 
eternal Con/equences ;: or, 'iH other Words^ $o bt trufy reli- 
gious* And this great fundamental Truth, uneftailijhed, or 
unawaken^d in the Minds of Men, is, I concei-ve, the red- 
Source and Support of all our Infidelity ; ho'w remote foever 
$he particular Obje£lions ad'vanced mcrf feem tc be from it. 

Senilble Appearances affeSl moft Men much more than 
abftraft Reafonlngs ; arJ ^w* daily fee Bodies drop around 
us, but the Soul is invifble. The Power <which Inclination 
has over the Judgment, rs greater than can be tvell con- 
reived by thofi t^at have not had an Experience ofity and 
rftwhat Numbei-s is it the fad Intereft, that Souls Jhould not 
furvive ! The Heathen World confeffed, that they rather 
hoped, than firmly believed Immortality / and hovj many 
Heathens have ive fill among fi us / The facred Page affuret 
uSf that Life and Immortality is brought to Light by the 
Go/pel : But by hovj many is the Gofpel rejected, or over- 
looked J Ffom thefe Confiderations, and from my being, acci^ . 
dentally, privy to the Sentiments of fame particular Perfons,. 
J have been long perfudded, that moft, if not all, our Infidek 
(vjhatever Name they take, and v^hatever Scheme, for Ar' 
gumeitfs fake, and to keep themfelves in Countenance, they 
fatronixe) are fupported in their deplorabU Error, by foim 
Doubt of their Immortality, at the Bottom, And I am fa* 

" tisfied, that Mm once thoroughly convinced of their Ihtmorta-^ 
lity, are not far from being Chriftians, For it is hard to 
fonceive, that a Man fitly ccnfcious eternal Pain or Happrnrfe 
nuill certainly be his Let, Jhiuld not earmftly, and impetrtially, 
inquire after the fureft Means of efc aping One, and fccurin<t 
the Other, And of fuch an earneft and impartial Inquiry, I 
nuell knovj the Confequence, 
Hsre, therefore, in Proof of this moft fundamental Truth, 

yfl«r /laiJi^JrgKmrUs an ojfind \ Ar^uminxi tUri^uf from 
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f'rinciphs wuhtch Infidels admit in common lurth Believer! ; 
Arguments y <whtch appear to me altogether trrefiftible ; and 
/uch asy J am faiisfiedf twill have great Weight <with aH^ 
luho give themfehves the fmall Trouble of looking feri'oufy int9 
their ovon Bofomsy and of ohfethingy icith any tolerable De^ 
gree of Attentitm^ vjhat daily paffes round about tjjem in tbi 
World, If fame Arguments Jhally Here, occur y vjhich 
Others have declined, they are fuhmittedy voith all Deference^ 
to better Judgments in thisy of all Points y the moft important. 
Fory as to the Being of a God, that is no longer difputed\ 
but it is undifputed for this Reafcn only ; viz, Becaufe vuher^ 
the Uafi Pretence tp Reafon is admitted^, it mufi for ever bf 
indifputahle. And of confequence no Man can be betrayed into- 
a Dijpute ef that Nature by Vanity, ivhicb has a principal 
Share in animating our modern Combatants againfi othef 
Articles of $ur Belief 



SHE* (for I know not yet her Name fn Heaven)] 
Not early, like Narcissa, left the Scene ; 
Nor fudden, like Philander. What Avail ?. 
This feeming- Mitigation but inflames ; 
This fanfy'd Med'cine heightens the Difeafe-^ 
The longer known, the clofer ftill ihe grew f 
And gradual Parting is a gradual Deaths 
'Tis the grim Tyrant's Engine, which extort* 
By tardy Preffure's ftill-incrcaiing Weight, 
Frcvn hardeil Hearts, Confcflion of Diftrefs/ 

O Ac long, dark Approach thro' Years of Paih>, 
Death's Gali'ry ! (might I dare to call it fo>- 
With difmal Doubt,^ and fable Terror, hung ; 
Sick /fo/e's pale Lamp, its only glimmering Ray:: 

» Refecting, to Vi|,U >:bftT>S^ 
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There, Fate my melancholy Walk ordain'd^ 

Forbid Self-lo^ve itfelf xo flatter. There. 

How oft I gaz'd, prophetically fad ! 

How oft I faw her dead, while yet in Smiles ! 

In Smiles ihe funk ker Grief, to leffen mine. 

She fpoke me Comfort, and increas'd my Pain. 

Like powerful Armies trenching at a Town, 

By flow, and filent, but refiftlefs Sap, 

In his pale Progrefs gently gaining Ground, 

Death urg'd his deadly Siege ; in fpite of Art, 

Of all the balmy Bleflings Nature lends 

To fuccour frail Humanity. Ye Stai-s ! 

(Not now Jirft made familiar to my Sight) 

And thou, O Moon ! bear Witnefs ; many a Night 

tin tore the Pillow from beneath my Head, 

TyM down my fore Attention to the Shock, 

By ceafelefs Depredations on a Life 

Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful Poll 

Of Obfcrvation ! darker ev'ry Hour I 

Lefs dread the Day that drove me to the Brink, 

And pointed at Eternity below ; 

When my Soul fliudder'd at Futurity ; . 

When, on a Moment's Point, th* important Dye 

Of Life and Death fpun doubtful, ere it fell. 

And turn'd up Life ; my Title to more Woe. 

But why more Woe ? More Comfort let it be. 
Nothing is dead, but that which wifli'd to die 5 
Nothing is dead, but Wretchednefs and Pain ; " 
Nothing is dead, but what incumbered, gall'd, 
Block'd up the Pafs, and barr'd from real Life. 
Where dwells that Wifli moft ardent of the Wifci 
Too dark the Sun to fee it ; highefl Stars * 
Too low to leach it ; Deaths great Death alone^ 
O'er Stars and Sun» triumph^uit, lands us There*. 

'Nor 
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Nor dreadful our Tranfition ; tho' the Mind, 
An Artift at creating Self-alarms, 
Kich in Expedients for Inquietude, 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take 
Death* % Portrait true ? The Tyrant never fat. 
Our Sketch all random Strokes, Conjedure all ; 
Clofe fhuts the Grave, nor tells one fingle Tale. 
Deaths and his Image rifing in the Brain, 
Bear faint Refemblance ; never are alike ; 
Fear (hakes the Pencil ; Fancy loves Excefs ; 
Dark Ignorance is lavifh of her Shades : 
And Thefe the formidable Pidure draw. 

But grant the Worft ; 'tis ,paft ; new ProfpcSs rife ; 
And drop a Veil eternal o'er her Tomb. 
Far other Views our Contemplation claim , 
Views that o'erpay the Rigours of our Life ; 
Views that fufpend our Agonies in Death. 
Wrapt in the Thought of Immortality ^ 
Wrapt In the fingle, the triumphant Thought ! 
Long Life might lapfe. Age unperceiv'd come on | 
And find the Soul unfated with her Theme« 
Its Nature^ Proofs Importance^ fire my Song. 
O that my Song could emulate my Soul 1 
Like her. Immortal. No ! — the Soul difdains 
A Mark fo mean ; far nobler Hope inflames ; 
If endlefs Ages can outweigh an Hour, 
Let not the Laurel, but the Palm, infpire. 

Thy Nature, Immortality ! who knows i 
And yet who knows it not ? It is but Life 
In ftronger Thread of brighter Colour fpun» 
And fpun for ever ; dipt by cruel Fate 
In Stygian Dye, how black, how brittle here I 
How fhort our Correfpondencc with the Sun ! 
And while it lafts, inglorious ! Our beft Deeds^ 
How wanting in their Weight ! Out hi^ha^ Vs^|\> 
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Small Cordials- to fiipport us in our Pain; 

And give us Strength to fufFer. But how GreaS 

To mingle Int'reftsy Converfey Amities^ 

With all the Sons of Rea/on^ fcatter'd wide 

Thro' habitable Space, where-ever bom, 

Hovve'er endow'd ! To live free Citizens 

Of univerfai Nature ! To lay hold 

By more than feeble Faith on the Supreme !' 

1 o call Hcav'n's rich unfathomable Mines 

(Mines, ^hich fupport Archangels in their State]( 

Our own ! to rife in Science, as in Blifs,. 

Initiate in the Secrets of the Skies ! 

To read Creation ; read its mighty Pla4' 

In the bare Bofom of the Deity ! 

The Plan, and ExecaUon, to collate ! 

To fee, before each Glance of pierciitg THoagfic;, 

All Cloud, aU Shadow, blown remote ; and leaver 

No Myftery— but that ef Love Divine, 

Which lifts us on die Seraph's flaming Wing,, 

Front Earth's Aceldama^ this Field of Blood,, 

Of inward Anguifh, and of outward 111, 

From Darknefs, and from Duft, to fuch a- Scene X 

Love's Element ! true Joy V illuftrious Home I 

From Earth's fad Contraft (now deplbr'dj' more fair ! 

What exquifite Viciflitude of Fate! 

Blcft Abfolution of our blackeft Hour ! 

Lorenzo, th€fe are Thoughts that make Man Mas* 
The Wife illumine, aggrandize the Great. 
How Great (while yet wc tread the kindred Clod, 
And cv'ry Moment fear to fink beneath 
The Clod ou^ tread ; foon trodden- by our Sons) 
How Great, in the wild Whirl of Time't Purfnit^,. 
To flop, and paufe, involv'd in high PrefagCj 
Thro' tJie long Vifto of a thoufand Years, 
To It^nd contemplating our 4AftaxivStWc«v 
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As in a magnifying Mirror feen. 
Enlarged, Ennobled, Elevate, Divine T 
To prophefy our own Futurities ! 
To gaze in Thought on what alt Thought tranfccnds L 
To talk, with Fellow-Candidates, of Joys. 
As far beyond Conception, as Defert, 
Ourfelves th' aftonifli'd Talkers, and the Tale ! 
- LoRENZO,^ fwells thy Bofom at the Thought ? 
The Swell Becomes thee r 'tis an honed Pride. 
Revere thyfelf; — and yet thyfelf defpife.. 
His NaUtre no Man can o'er-rate ; and none 
Can under-rate his Merif. Take good heed, 
Nor there be modeft, where thou ihouldil be prond'^ 
That almoil univerfa! Ecror fhun. 
How jufi our Pride, when we behold tBofi Heights I 
Not thofe JmBitiott paints in Air, but thofe 
Reafon points out, and ardent Virtue gains ; 
And Angels emulate ; our Pride how juft ! 
When mount we ? When thefe Shackles caft ? When quit 
This Cell of the Creation ? This fmall Neft, 
Stuck in a Comer of the Univerfe,. 
Wrapt up in fleecy Cloud, and fine-fpun AFr t 
Fine-fpun to Senfe ; but grofs and feculent 
To Souls celeflial ; Souls ordain *d to breathe 
Ambrofial Gales, and drink a purer Sky ; 
Greatly triumphant on Timers farther Shore, 
Where Firtue reigns, enrich'd with full Arrears | 
While Pomf Imperial begs an Alms of Peace. 
In Empire high, or in proud Science deep. 
Ye bom of Earth \ on what can you confer. 
With half the Dignity, with half the Gain, 
The Guft, the Glow of rational Delight, 
As on thir Theme, which Angels praife and fliare ? 
Man's Fat« and Favours are a 1 heme in Heaven. 

WJiat 
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What wretched Repetition cloys us ben ! 
What periodic Potions for the Sick ! 
Diflemper'd Bodies ! and diftemper'd Minds ! 
In an Eternity y what Scenes fhall flrike ! ' 

Adventures thicken ! Novelties furprifc I 
What Webs of Wonder fhall unravel, there ! 
What full Day pour on all the Paths of Heaven, 
And light th* Almighty's Footfteps in the Deep t 
How ihall the bleffed Day of our Difchargc 
Unwind, at once, the Labyrinths of Fate, 
And flraiten its inextricable Maze ! 

If inextinguifhable Third in Man 
To know J how rich, how full, our Banquet Tben^! 
There, not the Moral World alone unfolds ; 
The World Material, lately feen in Shades, 
Arid, in thofe Shades, by Fragments only feen. 
And feen thofe Fragments Jby the lahWing Eyc> 
Unbroken, then, illuftrious, and intire. 
Its ample Sphere, its univerfal Frame, 
In full Dimeniions, fwells to the Survey; 
And enters, at one Glance, the ravifh'd Sights 
From forne fuperior Point (where, who can tell I 
Suffice it, 'tis a Point where Gods refide) 
How fhall the Stranger Man's illumin'd Eye, 
In the vafl Ocean of unbounded Space, 
Behold an Infinite of floating Worlds 
Divide the Cryftal Waves of Ether pure. 
In cndlefs Voyage, without Port I The leajf 
Of thefe diffeminated Orbs, how great 1 
Great as they are, what Numbers Thefe furpafs^ 
Huge, as Leviathan, to that fmall Race, 
Thofe twinkling Multitudes of little Life, 
He fwallows unperceiv'd ! Stupendous Thefe ! 
Yet what are thefe flupendous to the Whole i 
As Particles, as Atoms ill-perceiv'd ^ 

A* 
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As in a magnifying Mirror feen. 
Enlarged, Ennobled, Elevate, Divine T 
To prophefy our own Futurities ! 
To gaze in Thought on what all Thought tranfcends 1 
To talk, with Fellow-Candidates, of Joys. 
As far beyond Conception, as Defert, 
Ourfelves th' aftonilh'd Talkers, and the Tale ! 
- Lorenzo,, fwells thy Bofom at the Thought? 
The Swell becomes thee r 'tis an honed Pride. 
Revere thyfelf; — and yet thyfelf defpife^ 
His Nature no Man can o'er-rate ; and none 
Can under-rate his Merii. Take good heed. 
Nor there bs modeft, where thou fhouldft be pronjT;. 
That almofl univerfal Eu-or fhun. 
How jufi our Pride, when we behold tBofi Heights I 
Not thbfe JmBition paints in Air, but thole. 
Reafon points out, and ardent Virtue gains ; 
And Angels emulate ; our Pride how juft ! 
When mount we? When thefe Shackles caft ? When quit 
This Cell of the Creation ? This fmall Neft, 
Stuck in a Comer of the Univerfe,. 
Wrapt up in fleecy Cloud, and fine-fpun Air ?, 
Fine-fpun to Senfe ; but girofs and feculent 
To Souls celeftial ; Souls ordain'd to breathe 
Ambrofial Gales, and drink a purer Sky ; 
Greatly triumphant on Timers farther Shore, 
Where Virtue reigns, enrich'd with full Arrears % 
While Pomp Imperial htgs an Alms of Peace. 
In Empire high, or in proud Science deep. 
Ye bom of Earth \ on what can you confer. 
With half the Dignity, with half the Gain, 
The Guft, the Glow of rational Delight, 
As on r^/> Theme, which Angels praife and iliare? 
Man's Fat« and Favours are a Theme in Heaven. 
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Hard-traveird from die Cradle to the Grave. 
How low the Wretches (loop 1 How fteep they climbi 
Thefe Dafnons bum Mankind; but moft poiTeft 
'Lorenzo's Bofom, and turn out the Skies, 

Is it in Time to hide Eternity ? 
And why not in an Atom on the Shore, 
To cover Ocean ? or a Mote, the Sun ? 
dory and Wealth.! have They this blinding Pow*r^ 
What if to Them I prove Lorekzo blind? 
Would it furprize Thee ? Be thou then furpris'd ; 
Thcu neither know'ft : Their Nature Jearn -from me. 

Mark well, as foreign as Th^e Subjecis {&Q,m^ 
What clofe Connexion ties them to x^y Theme. 
Pirft, what is True Ambition ? The Purfiait 
-Of Glory, nothing iefs than Man can fhare. 
Were they as vain, as* gaudy-minded Man, 
.As flatulent with Fumes of Self-applaufe, 
Their Arts and Conquefls Animals might boaft. 
And claim their Laurel Crowns, as well as We ; 
Hut not Ceh'Jlial, Here we &2Xi6.. alone ; 
As in our Form, dillinft, pre-eminent ; 
li prone in Thought, our Stature is our Shame ; 
And Man fliould blufh, his Forehead meets the Skies. 
T'he Vifiblc and Prefent are for Brutes, 
A flender Portion ; and a narrow Bound ! 
Thefe Reafon, with an Energy divine. 
Overleaps ; and claims the Future and Un/een ; 
The vait Unfeen ! the Future fathomlefa ! 
When the great Soul buoys up to this high Point, 
Leaving grofs Nature^s Sediments below.. 
Then, and then only, Adam\ Offspring quits 
The Sage and Hero of the Fields and Woodsy 
Aflerts his Rank, and rifes into Man. 
ms 1% Ambition; This is Human Fire, 

Can 
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Can Parts or Plaice (two bold Pretenders !) make 
Ix)RENzo great, and pluck him from the Throng ? 

Geniw and Art, Ambition's boafted Wings, 
Our Boaft but ill deferve. A feeble Aid i 
DedaUan Engin'ry ! \i Thefe alone 
Aflift our Flight, Fame\ Flight is Qhry\ FalL 
Heart-merit wanting, mount we ne'er fo high, 
Our Height is but the Gibbet of our Name* 
A celebrated Wretch when I behold. 
When I behold a Genius bright, and baft. 
Of tow'ring Talents, and terreflrial Aims ; 
Methinks I fee^ as thrown from her high Sphere, 
The glorious Frag^nents of a Soul immortal. 
With Rubbifh jnix'd, and glitt'ring in the Dull* 
Struck at the fplendid, melancholy Sight, 
j\t once Compa[Ji(m ibft, and En^vy, rife— — 
But wherefore Envy ? Talents Angel-bright, 
If wanting Worth, are fhining Inftruments 
Jn falfe Ambition's Hand, to finilh Faults 
llluflrious, and give Infamy Renown. 

Great III is an Atchicvement of great Pcu^^rs. 
Plain Senfe but rarely leads us far aflray. 
Reaffifi the Means, Affcdions chufe our End ; 
Means have no Merit, if our End amifs. 
If wrong our Hearts, our Heads are right in vain ; 
What is a Pelham's Head, to Pelham's Heart ? 
Hearts are Proprietors of all Applaufe. 
Kight Ends^ and Means,, make Wifdom : Worldly-wift 
\^ but ^^7^-witted, at its higheH Praife. 

Let Genius, then defpair to make thee greats 
Nor flatter Station : What is Station high ? 
^Tis a proud Mendicant ; it bqafts, and begs ; 
It begs an Alms of Homage from the Throng, 
And oft the Throng denies its Charity. 
MonarcKs^ and M^niHers^ are awefulJ^amcs.;^ 
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Whoever wear Uieniy challenge our Devoir. 

Religion, public Order, Both exadl 

External Homage^ and a fupple Knee, 

To Beings pompoufly fet up, to fei-ve 

The-meaneft Slave; all more is Merit's due» 

Her iacred and inviolable Right ; 

Nor ever paid the Monarch, but the Man, 

Our Hearts ne'er bow but to fuperior fForth ; 

Nor ever fail of their Allegiance there. 

Fools, indeed^ drop the Man in their Account^ 

And vote the Mantle into Majefty. 

Let the /mall Savage boaft his Silver Fur 5 

His royal Robe unborrow'd^ and unbought. 

His oivn, defcending fairly from his Sires. 

Shall Man be proud to wear bis Livery, 

And Souls in Ermin fcorn a Soul without ? 

Can Place or leiTen us, or aggrandize I 

Pygmies are Pygmies ilill, tho' perch'd on Alps i 

And Pyramids are Pyramids in Vales. 

Each Man makes his own Stature, builds himfelf : 

Virtue alone out- builds the Pyramids ; 

Her Monuments fhall lall, when Egypt^s fall. 

Of thefe fure Truths doft thou demand the Caufe ? 
The Caufe is lodg'd in Immortality, 
Hear, and affent. Thy Bofom bums f©r Pow'r ; 
What Station charms thee ? I'll inftall thee there ; 
'Tis thine. T^nd art thou greater than he/ort ? 
Then thou before waft fomething le/s than Man. 
Has thy new Poft betray 'd thee into Pride ? 
That treacherous Pride betrays thy Dignity ; 
That Pride defames Humanity, and calls 
The Being mean, which Staffs or Strings can raife. 
That Pride, like hooded Hawks, in Darknefs ibarf» 
From Blindnefs bold, and tow'ring to the Skies. 
*Tis born of Jgnorancey wlalcYi kivwa not Man : 
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An Angel's Second ; nor his Second, long. 
A Nero quitting his Imperial Throne* 
And courting Glory from the tinkling String, 
3ut faintly fhadows an immortal Soul, 
With Empire's Self, to Pride, or Raptisre fir'dL 
If nobler Motives minifter no Cure, 
Ev'n Vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High Worth is elevated Place : 'Tis more % 
It makes the Poft Aand Candidate for Thee ; 
Makes more than Monarchs, makes an honeft Maa.| 
Tho' no Exchequer it commands, 'tis Wealth ; 
And tho' it wears no Ribband^ 'tis Renown ; 
Renown, that would not quit thee, tho' difgrac'^^ 
Nor leave thee pendent on a Mailer's Smile. 
Other Ambition Nature interdi^ ; 

I 

Nature proclaims it mod abfufd in Man^ 

By pointing at his Origin, and End ; 

Milk, and a Swathe, at fir ft ^ his whole Demaiidc; 

His whole Domain, at lafty a Turf or Stone; 

To whom, betiueeny a World may feem too fmall^ 

Souls irufy great dart forward on the Wing 
0£juft Ambition, to the grand Refult, 
The Curtain's Fall ; there, fee the buikin'd Chief, 
Unfhod behind this momentary Scene ; 
Reduc'd to his own Stature, low or high* 
A% Vice, or Virtue; finks him, or fiiblimet^ 
And laugh at this fantaftic Mummery, 
This antic Prelude of grotefque Events, 
Where Dwarfs are often Hilted, and betrajf 
A Littlenefi of Soul by Worlds o'er-nm. 
And Nations laid in Blood. Dread Sacrifica 
To Cbriftim Pride ! which had with Horror fliocli 
The darkeil Pagans, ofier'd to their Gods. 

O Thou pfft Cfnriftian Enemy to Peace ! 
^gain in Arms? Agsun provoking P^l 
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That PrinCfe, and That alone, is truly Great, 
\Yho draws the Sword rehiftarit, gladly fheaths ; 
On Empire bailds what Empire far outweighs. 
And makes his Throne a Scaffold to the Skies. 

Why this fb rare ? Becaufe forgot of all 
The Day of Death ; that venerable Day, 
Which fits as Judge; that Day, which /hall pronounce 
On all our Days, abfolve them, or condemn. 
Lorenzo, never fhut thy Thought againft it; 
Be Len)ees ne'er fo full, afford it Room, 
And give it Audience in the Cabinet. 
That Friend confulted. Flatteries apart. 
Will- tell thee fair, if Thou art Great, or Mean* 

To dost on aught may leave us, of be left. 
Is That Amhiticn f Then let Flames defcend^ 
Point to the Centre their inverted Spires, 
And learn Humiliation from a Soul, 
Which boafls her Lineage from celefUal Fijc. 
Yet Thefe are they, the World pronounces wife ; 
The World, which cancels Nature's Right andWrongi 
And calls nenjj Wifdom : Ev'n the grave Man lends 
His folemn Face, to countenance the Coin. 
Wifdom for Parts is Madnefs for the Whole. 
This ftamps the Paradox, and gives us leavb 
To call the Wifeft weak', the Richeft poor. 
The moft Ambitious, Unambitious, Mean ; " 
In Triumph, niean ; and abjeft, on a Throne. 
Nothing can rtake it lefs than mad itr Matn, 
To put forth all' his Ardor, all his Art, 
And give his- Soul her full unbounded Flight, 
But reaching Him^ who gave her Wings to fly. 
Wfcen blind Ambition quite miiftakes her Road, 
And downward foi^s, for that which Aiines above, 
5ub/lar^tial ^[appinefs,. and tree Renown-;^ ' ■ * 
TAen, like an-Xfiiot gmict^oii ^ brobk, - • . * 



\ 



The Ii^del Reclaimed. 123 

We leap at Stars, and faflen in thjs Mud; 
At Glory graip, and fink in Infamy. 

Ambition ! powerful Source of Good and 111 ! i 
Thy Strength in Man, like Length of Wing iii Birds^ 
When difengag'd from Earth, with greater Eaie^ 
And fwifter Flight, tranfports us to the Skies ; 
^y Toys entangled, or in Guilt bemir'd. 
It turns a Curfe ; it is 6\a Chain, and ScourgCf 
In this dark Dungeon, where confin'd we lie^ 
Clofe-grated by the fordid Bars of Senfe ; • 
All Profpea of Eternity fhut out; . ' 

And, but for Execution^ ne'er fet free; 

With Error in Ambition juftly'charg'd. 
Find" we Lorenzo wiier in his Wealth f ' .t 

What if thy Rental I refonn ? and draw 
An Inrentory nenv to fet thee right ? 
Where, xhytrtu Treafure ? Gold fays,.'* Not in mC;** 
And, • " Not in me/' the Di'mond. Gold is poor ; 
Indians infolvent : Seek it in Thyfelf, 
Seek in thy naked Self, and find it There ; 
In Being fo defcended, form'd, endow'd ; 
5ky-bom, flcy-guided, (ky-retorning Race I 
£re£l. Immortal, Rational, Pivine! 
In Senfesy which inherit Earth, and Heav'ns ; 
Enjoy the various Riches Nature yields ; ^^ • 

Far nobler ; gi<ue the Riches they enjoy ; 
Give Tafte to Fruits ; and Harmony to Groves ; 
Their radiant Beams to Gold, and Gold's bright Sire ; 
Take in, at onte, the Landfchape of the World, 
At a fmall Inlet, which a Grain niight clofe. 
And half create the wond'rous World they fee 
Our SenfeSf as our Reafon, are divine. 
But for the magic Organ's pow'rful Charm, 
EaKh were a rude, uncoloar'd Chaos, fUll. 
Obje^s are bot tb' Occafiod 1 ours ^ £x(Uit \ . 

G » , ^^^«^ 
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Ours is the Cloth, the Pencil, and the Paint, 

Which Nature's admirable Pifture draws ; 

And beautifies Creation's ample Dome. 

J^ilce Milton* s Eve^ when gazing on the Lafce, 

Man makes the matchlefs Image, Man admires. 

Say then. Shall Man, -his Thoughts all fent abroad, 

Superior Wonders in Himfelf forgot. 

His Admiration waile on Objeds round. 

When Heav'n makes Him the Soul of all he lees ? 

Abfurd ! not rare ! fo Great, fo Mean, is Man. 

What Wealth in Sen/ej fuch as thefc I What Wcaldi 
In Fancy f fir'd to form a fairer Scene 
Than Senfe furvey« ! In Mem*ry*s firm Record, 
Which, fhould it perifh, could this World recall 
From the dark Shadows of o'erwhelming Years ! * 
In Colours frefh, originally bright, 
Prcfcrvc its Portrait, and report ita Fate! 
What Wealth in IntelUa^ that fov'reign Pow*r ! 
Which Senfe^ and Fantyy fummons lo the Bar; 
Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 
And from the Mafs thofe VnderUngi import. 
From their Materials ^fted, and refinM, 
And in Trutb\ Balance accurately weigh'd. 
Forms Art^ and Science, Go*uemment, And Law^t 
The folid Bails, and the beauteous Frame, 
The Vitals, and the Grace of C/W Life ! 
And Manners (fad Exception \) fet afide, 
Strikes out, with Mafter-hand, a Copy fklr 
Of Bis Idea, whofe indulgent Thought, 
Long, long, ere Chaos teem'd, plann'd human BUis. 

What Wealth in Souls that foar, dive, range arouadl» 
Difdaining Limit, or from Place, or Time ; 
And hear, at once, in Thought exten£ve, hear 
Th' Almighty Fiat^ and the Trumfet's Soured ! 

£aldp oa Crefttioxi's Ouxfidc Yfalk, tnd riew 

f WW 
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What was, and is, and mart than e'er (hall be ; 
Commanding, with Omnipotence of Thought, 
Creations new in Fancy's Field to rife ! 
Souls, that can gra(p whatever th' AIniighty.xnade, 
And wander wild thro' Things impoffible ! 
What Wioltbf ixk -Faeukies of endlefs Growth, 
In quenchlefs Puffiens violent to crave. 
In Liberty to chufe, in Ptnu^r to reach. 
And in Dwaiim (how thy Riches rife !) 
Duration to/«r;^«0/#-^— boundlefs Bliis! 

Afk yott, what P^w'r reildes in feeble Man 
That Blifs to g^in ? Is Virtuehj then, unknown ? 
Virtue, our prefent Peace, our future .Prize. 
Man's unprecarious, natural Eftate, 
Improveable at Will, in Virtue lies ; 
Its Tenure fuire ; its Income is divine. 

High-built Abundance, Heap on Heap ! for whit f 
To breed new Wants, and beggar us the more ; 
Then, inake a richer Scramble for the Throng ; . 
Soon as this feeble Pulfe, which leaps fo long - 
Almoft by Miracle, is tir'd with PJay, 
Like Rubbifh from diiploding Engines thrown. 
Our Magazines of hoarded Trifles fly ; 
Fly diverfe ; fly to Foreigners, to Foes 5 
New Maders court, and call the former Fool 
(How juftly !) for Dependence on their Stay. 
Wide (batter^ firft, our Play-things ; then, our Dull, 

Doft court Abundance for the fake of Peace ? 
Learn, and lament thy felf-defeated Scheme : 
Riches enable to be richer flill ; 
And, Richer fiill^ what Mortal can refift ? . 
Thus Wealth (a cruel Tafk-mafter I) injoins 
New Toils, fucceeding Toils, an endlefs Train \ 
And jnurders Peace, which taught it flrfl to fliine. 
The Poor are half^ wretched, a&x3^«^\0Di^\ 

G 3 ^^' 
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WHofe proud and painful Privilege it is. 
At once, to bear a double Load of Woe ; 
To feel the Stings of J?«w^, and of ff^imf. 
Outrageous Want ! both Indies cannot cure. 

A Competence is vital to Content. 
Much Wealth is Corpulence, if not Difeafe j 
Sick, or ihcumber'd, is our Happinefs. 
A Competiftce is all we can enjoy, 
O be content, where Heav'n can give no more ! 
More^ like a Flafh of Water from a Lock, 
Quickens our Spirit's Movement for an Hour ; 
But foon its Force is ipent, nor rife our Joys 
Above our native Temper's common Stream. 
Hence Difappointment lurks in ev'ry Prize, 
As Bees in Flow'rs ; and ftings us with Succefs. 

The rich Man, who denies it, proudly feigns | 
Norltnows the Wife are privy to thS Lye. 
Much Leamisg (hews how little Mortals Anotv ; 
Much Wealth, how little Worldlings can enjoy ; 
At beft, it babies us with endlefs Toys, 
And keeps us Children till we drop to Dull. 
A% Monkeys at a Mirror ftand amaz'd. 
They f^l to find, what they fo plainly fee ; 
Thus Men, in fhining Riches, fee the Face 
Of Happinefs, nor know it is a Shade ^ 
3ut gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again » 
And wifK, and wgnder it is abfent ftill. 

How Few can refcue Opulence from Want ! 
WJio lives to Nature^ rarely can be poor ; 
Who lives to Fancy ^ never can be rich. 
Poor is the Man in Debt ; the Man of Gold, 
In Debt to Fortune, trembles at her Pow'r. 
The Man of Rea/on fmiles at Her, and Death. 
O what a Patrimony this ! A Being 
Offuch inherent Stretigtli an^'MVi;^t&^> 
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Not Worlds poffcft can raife it ; Worlds dcftwy'd 
Can't bjure ; which holds oji its glorious Courfc, 
When thine, Q Nature/ jcttds ; too UeA to mount 
Creation's Obfequicts. WJiat Treafure, ti^u / 
The MonardyiB a Beggar to the Man. 

//«w^r/^z// Ages pail, yet nothing gone ! 
Morn without Eve ! a Race without a Goal ! 
Unfhorten'd by Progreffion Infinite ! 
Futurity for ever future! L^ifp 
Beginning ftjil^ lyherc Con^putation ends ! 
'Tis the I>Srk.(ip^i9n of a Dfity ! " • 

'Tis the Defcription of the meaneji Slaue: 
The meancft' Slave dares then Lorenzo fcorn ? 
The meaneft Slave lliy fo-v^ reign Glory fhares. 
Proud Youtft ! fafUdious ofthe lo^er World I 
Man's laiuful Pri.dc includes. Humility ; 
Stoops to the Lowefl ; is too great to find 
Inferiors ; all.Immorlal \ Brothers all ! 
Proprietws eterttal of thy Love. 

IMMORTAL I What can ftrlke the Senfe fo flroiig. 
As this the Soul? It Thunders to the Thought; 
Rea/oM-SLm9Z(es ; Gratit^ o'erwhelms ; ^ 

No more we {lumber on the Brink of Fate ; 
Rous'd at the Sound, th' exulting Soul afccnds, 
And breathes her native Air ; an Air that feeds 
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal Fires ; 
Quick-kindles all that is Divine within us ; 
Nor leaves one loit'ring Thought beneath the Stars. 

Has not Lqr£j^.zo's. Bofom caught the Flame ? . , 
Immortal ! Werp but one Immortal; how 
Would others pnvy 1 How would Thrones adore ! 
Becaufe 'tis common, is the Bleffing loft ? 
How //&/j ties up the bounteous Hand of Heav'n ! 
O vain, vain, vain ! all elfe ! Eternity ! 
A glorious, and a needful Refuge^ tbat^ 

G A '^\^'«fc. 



)2f f^ Complaint. Night 6. 

from vile Imprifonmenty in abjeA Views. 

*Ti8 Immortality 9 *6b That al<me. 

Amid Life's Paimif Abmfemm^s^ Mmptsntfs^ 

The Soul can comfort^ elt^ate^ and fill. 

That only, and That amply, this performs ; 

Lifts us above Life's Pains, her Joys above \ 

Their Terror thofe ; and theft their Luftre lofe ; 

JEtemity depending covers all ; 

Eternity depending all atchieves ; 

Sets Earth at Diflance \ cafb her into Shades ; 

'^lemls her Diflindions ; abrogates her Pow^ ; 

"The Low, the Lofty, Joyous, and Severe, 

Fortune's dread Frowns, and fafdaating Smiles, 

Make one promifcuous and negle£bed Heap, 

The Man beneath ; if I may call him Man, 

Whom lmmwtalitf% full Force infpires. 
Kothing terreflrial touches his high Thought ; 
Suns fhine unfeen, and Thunders roll unheard. 
By Minds quite confcious of their high Defcenr, 
Their prefent Province, and their future Prize ; 
Divinely darting upward ev'ry Wifli, 
Warm on the Wing, in glorious Abfence lofl. 

Doubt you this Truth ? Why labours your Belief? 
If Earth's whole Orb, by fome due-difiant Eye 
Were feen at once, her tow'ring Alps would fink. 
And Icvel'd Atlas leave an even Sphere. 
Thus Earthy and all that earthly Minds admire^ 
Is fwallow'd in Eternity^ vaft Round. 
To that ftupendous View, when Souls awake. 
So large of late, fo mountainous to Man, 
7/Ws Toys fubfide; and equal All below. 
Enthufiaftic, This ? Then all are weak. 
But rank Enthuiiafts. To this godlike Height 
Some Souls have foar'd ; or Martyrs ne'er had bled. 

And aU may do, wkat \ask \s^ Man be«n done. 
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Who, beaten by thefe fublunaiy Stbrms, 

Boufldlefsy interminable Joys.can weigh, 

Unraptur'dy unexalted, uninflam'd? 

What Slave unhUft^ who from To-moftow's DawB 

Expeds ^ Empire I He forgets, his^ Qhain, 

And, thron'd in Thought, his abfimt Sceptre waves; 

And what a Sceptre waits us ! what a Throne i 
Her own immenfe Appointments to compute^ 
Or comprehend her high PrerogatiTes» 
In this her dark Minority, how toils, 
How vainly pants, the human Soul divine-! 
Too great the Bounty (ecxas for earthly Joy : 
What Heart but trembles at fo ilrange a Blifs ? 

In fpite of all the Truths the Mufe has fung, 
Ne!er to be priz'd enough I enough revolv'd I 
Are diere who wrap the World {o cloie about them. 
They fee no farther than the Clouds ; and dance 
0,n heedlefs Vanity's phantailic Toe, 
Till, tumbling at a Straw, in their Career, 
Headlong they plunge, where end both Dance and Songi? 
Are there, Lorenzo? Is it poffible ? 
Are there on Earth (kt me not call them Men) 
Who lodge a Soul immortal in their Breafts ; 
Unconfdous as the Mountain of its Ore^ ' 

Or Rode, of its ineftimable Gem } 
When Rocks ihall melt, and Mou^tuss vaniA, Thejk 
Shall know their Treafure ; Treafure, tbitt^ no mote- 
Are there (flill more amazing !) who reiift v 
The riling Thought ? Who (mother, in its Birtb, 
The glorious Truth ? Who fbruggle lo be Brutes } 
Who thro' this Boibm^barxier burft theur Way ; 
And, widi reveril Ambitionv ftrive to fink ? - 
Who labour downwards thro' th' oppofing Powers 
Of Infiuifty Rcaibn» aitid the World againfi thcmv n^ 

G s -X^ 



from vile Xniprifonment, in abjeA Views. 
*Ti8 ImmortaHiy, 'tis That alone. 
Amid Life's Paimi, Ma/emmts, Emptiutfs^ 
The Soul can ccmfort, ek^ate^ and fil. 
That only, and That amply, this performs ; 
Lifts us above Life's Pains, her Joys above \ 
Their Terror th^fe ; and theft their Loftre lofe ; 
JEtemitj depending covers all ; 
Eternity depending all atchieves ; 
Sets Earth at DiHance ; cafb her into Shadet; 
'blends her Diftindions ; abrogates her Pdw^s ' 
The Low, the Lofty, Joyous, and Sevm, 
Fortune's dread Frowns, and fafdaating Snuklb 
Make one promifcuous and negle£bed Heap, 
The Man beneath ; if I may call him Man, > ' ^ 
Whom lmmwtality'% full Force infpires. ' ■ ■ 

Kotliing terreflrial touches his high Thoughts -* 
Suns fhine unfeen, and Thunders roll onlieaid**' 
By Minds quite confcious of their high Defoeilly^ 
Their prefent Province, and their future Pruaei^ 
Divinely darting upward ev'ry Wifli, 
Warm on the Wing, in glorious Ahfence loft. 

Doubt you this Truth ? Why labours your Bd 
If Earth's whole Orb, by fome due-diftant Eye' • 
Were feen at once, her tow'ring Alps would finlt 
And level'd Atlas leave an even Sphere. 
Thus Earthy and all that earthly Minds admire^ 
Is fwallow'd in Eternity^ vaft Round. 
To that ftupendous View, when Souls awake* 
So large of late, fo mountainous to Man, • •'* 
7/Ws Toys fubfide; and equal All below. ■' 
Enthufiaftic, This ? Then all are weak, ^ 
But rank Enthufiafts, To this godlike Hdgkr! 
Some Souls have foar'd ; or Martyrs ne^er had* 
And ail may do, wViat \ciA by Man been done*, 't 
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ija ^bi CoMHsAiJ^T, Night ^. 

To difmal Hopes, and (helter in the Shock 

Of endlefs Night ?. Night darker than the Grave's ? 

Who <ight the Proo6 of Immortality ? 

With horrid Zeal;' and execrable Arts, 

Work all their Engines, level their black Firei» 

To bloc from Man tint Attribute divine, 

(Than vital Blood far dearer to the Wife) 

BlaiphexneFS, and rank Atheiils to Thtmfel'vu t . 

To contradid them, fee all Natia« rife ! 
What Objedl, what Event, the Moon foeneath* 
Bat argues, dr- endears, an After-fcene \ 
To Reafon proves, or weds it to Df/ire f 
All Things proclaim it needful ; fbme advance 
One precioBs Step beyond, and prove it fun, 
A thoufand Arg^umerits fwarm round my Pen, 
From IhoFi^ny and Earthy and Man. Indtilge a feve^ 
By Nattn^i as her common Habih, worn ; 
So preffing Providence a Truth to teach. 
Which Truth untaught, all other Truths were vain* 

■ THOU! whofe all-providential Eye furveys, 
Whofe Hand direfts,^ whofe Spirit fills and warms 
Creation, . and- holds Empire fkr beyond ! 
Eternity's Inhabitant angufl ! 
Of two Eternities amazing Lord ! 
One paft, ere Man's, or Angel's, had began i 
Aid ! while I refcue from the Foe's Aflault» 
Thy^ glorious Immortality in Man : 
A Theme for ever, and for all, of Weight, 
Of Moment infinite,! but xelifh'd moil 
By thofe who love Thee moft, who moft adore^ 

Nature,^ thy Daughter, ever-changing BirUt 
Of Thee the Great JmmutaMe^ to Man 
Speaks Vi^fdom ; is his Oracle fupreme ; 
And h^ who moft confults her, is mof^ Wife» 

LoJLBKZOy 
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L0RENZO9 to this heavenly Delphos. hade ; 

And come back All-inunortal ; AU-divine : 

Look Nature through, 'tis Resolution All ; 

All Change, no Death. Day follows Night ; and Night 

The dying Day ; Stars rife, and fet, and rife ;' 

Earth takes th' Example. See, the Summer gay. 

With her gceen Chaplet, and ambroiia^ Fl9wers, 

Droops into, pallid Autumn : Winter grey. 

Horrid with Froft, and turbulent with Storm, 

Blows Autumn y and his golden Fruits, away : • 

Then .melts into the Spring: Soft Springs withSreath 

Favom'an, from warm Chambers of the South, 

Recall;^ the FirJ^. All, to reBouriih, fades. 

As in a Wheel, All links, to reafcend. 

Emblems oC'jMian^ who pafTes, noi; expires. 

With this minute DLftjndion, Emblems juft, * 
Nature revolves, but Man ad^uifnces ; both 
Eternal, that a Circle, this a Lin^» 
That gravitates, this foars. Th' afpiring Soul 
Ardent, and tremulout, like Flame, aCcends ; 
Zeal, and Humility, her Wings to Heaven. 
The World of Matter, wkh its various Forme, 
All dies intonew Life. . Life bom from Deatl^ . . 

Rolls the vaft Mafs, and ih^l for ever toll. 
No iingle Atom, once in Being, loft. 
With Change of Counfel charges the nsoft 'High. 

What hence infers Loa en zo ? Cap it be J 
Mattet immortal ? And fliall Spirit die I 
Above the nobler, ihall leis noble rife ? 
Shall Man alone, for whom all elfe revives^. 
No Refurre£Hon knchv ? Shall Man alone. 
Imperial Man I be fown in barren Ground, 
Lefs privileg'd than Grain, on which he feeds I 
Jfr Man, in whom alone is Fow'r to prize 

G6 ^V^ 
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To difinal Hopes, and ihelter in the Shock 

Of endlefs Night ? Night darker than the Grave's ? 

Who <ight the Proo6 of Immortality ? 

With horrid Zeal; and execrable Arts, 

Work all their Engines, level their black Fireft» 

To blot jfrom Man this Attribute divine, 

(Than vital Blood far dearer to the Wife) 

Blafpheiners, and rank Atheiils to Thimfel*ves / 

To contradid them, fee all Nature rife ! 
What Objedl, what Event, the Moon beneath. 
Bat argues, dr endears, an After-fcene ? 
To Reafon proves, or weds it to Dffin f 
All Things proclaim it needful ; fbme advance 
One precioBs Step beyond, and prove it fnu. 
A thoufand Arg^uments fwarm round my Pen, 
From Iteofi/n^ and Earthy and Mam, Indtilge a ftufj 
By Natbrei as her common Habit, worn ; 
^oprejfing Providence a Truth to teach. 
Which Truth untanght, all other Truths were vain.^ 

THOU! whofe all-providential Eye furveys, 
Whofe Hand directs, whofe Spirit fills and wanna 
Creation, . and- holds Empire fkr beyond ! 
Eternity's Inhabitant angufl ! 
Of two Eternities amazing Lord ! 
One paft, ere Man's, or Angel's, had began % 
Aid ! while I refcue from the Foe's Aflanlt, 
Thy^ glorious Immortality in Man : 
A Theme for ever, and for all, of Weight, 
Of Moment infinite ! but relifh'd moft 
By tho(e who love Thee moft, who moft adore^ 

Nature,^ thy Daughter, ever-changing Birth 
Of Thee the Great Immutable , to Man 
Speaks Vi^ifdom ; is his Oracle fupreme ; 
Anjl be who moft confults her, is mof^ Wife. 

LoxBia 
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OfMan immortal/ Hear the lofty Style : 
** If fo decreed, th' Almighty Will be done. 
*^ Let Earth diEblve, yon pood'xous Orbs deicendy. 
<< And grind us into Duft : The SoulU (kk ; 
** The Man emexge) ; mounts aboTe the Wreck,. 
^^ As tow'ring Flame horn Natur^% fiin'ral Pyre 1 
** O^er Devaftation, as a Gainer, fmiles y 

His Charter, his inviolable Rightt» 

Well-pleas'd to learn from Thnnder's Impotence, 
" Death's pmnlleft Darte, and Hell's defeated Storms.^ 

But thefe Chimaeras twcb not thee, LoaiHZol 
The Glories of the World, thy fev'n&U UieU^ 
Other Ambition than of Crowns in Air^ 
And faperlunary Felicities, 
Thy Bofom warm. Til cool it, if I qm | 
Ami turn thoie Glories that inchant, againft thee. 
What ties thee to this Life, piodaima the mxt^ 
Vwiie, the Canfe that.wousds thee is tky Cure. 

Come, my AmhHiom f let us mount together, 
(To mount Lorbnzo never can j^fuie) ; 
And fi-om the Clouds, where Pride delights to dweD,. 
Look down on. Earth. — What feeft thoui Wond'rous^ 
Terreihial Wonders, thateclipfe the Skies* [Things !: 
What Lengths of laboar'd Lands \ whal loaded Seas I 
Loaded by Man, for Pleafure, Weakh, or War I 
Seas, Winds, and Planets, into Service broi^t. 
His Art acknowledge, and promote his Ends. 
Nor can th' eternal Rocks las Will withfiand ^ 
What levePd Mopntaina ! And what lifted Vaks ! 
O'er Vales and Mountains fumptoout Cittes iwell,. 
And gild our Landfchape with their glittering Sfmes* 
Some 'mid the wond'ring Waves majeftic riie^ 
And Niftwii holds a Mirror to their Charms* 
Far sreater iiUL (what caiuu)t aortal Might?) 



r 3 + The Coi/iPtAii^T. , Night 6. 

See, wide Doinim<ni8 rarifliM from the Deep t*. 
The narrowed Beep with Indignation ibains.. 
Or Seuthwaid toni ^ to DnHcate^ and Gnmdi 

m 

The finer Am there vipch. in the Son. 

How the tall Temples, ^ to meet their Go<ir» ' 

Afcend the Skies ! the proud triumphal Arch 

Shews us half Heaven beneadi its ample Bend» 

High thro' mid Mr^Jhere, Streams are taught to ^ow ; 

Whole Tliver*, f^f/Tj lay'd by in Bafons^ fleep. 

Heriy Plains ttfrn Oceans ; there, vaft Oceans join 

Thro' Kingdoms chaAnel'd deep from Shore to Shove; 

And chang'd Creation takes its Face from Man. 

Beats thy brave Breaft for formidable Scenes, 

Where Fame and Empire wait upon the Sword ? 

See Fields in Blood; hear naral Thundeps rife 5 

Br I t a n n 1 A*^ Vtfiotf 1 tihat awes the World to Pea^cw 

How yon- enormous Mole projedling breaks 

The mid-fesK, ftirioufi Waves ! Theii» Roar amidft-, 

Out-fpeaks the Deity, aitd fays, " O Main ! 

** Thus far, nor farther; Niw Relbaints obey.** 

Earth's "diftmbowel-'d 1 meafur'd are the Skies ! 

Stars are dfete6ted in ^ieir deep Recefs ! 

Creation widens ! vanquiih'd' Nature yields ^ 

Her Secrets are extorted ! Jrt prevails ! 

What Monument of Genius, Spirit, Power! 

And now, Loreivzo ! raptur'd at this Scene,. 
Whofe Glories render Heav'n fuperfluous ! fay, 
Whofe FootftepsrThefe f^ Immortals haVe been Here; 
Could! il^ than Soulti Immortal' this have done ? 
Earth's cover'd -o'er with Proofs of Souls immortal ; 
And Proofs of Immortality forgot.. 

To flatter thy grand Foible, I confefs, 
Thefe are Jmhitionh Works : And Thefe arc Great : 
But thisy the leafi: immortal Souls can do ; ^ 

Tianfcend 
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Tranfcend them all — Bat What can thefe tranfcend I 
Doft aik me. What ?— One Sigh for the Difireft. 
What then for hfidels ? A deeper Sigh^ 
'Tis moral Grandeur makes the mighty Man ! 
How Little they, who think aught Great below ? 
All our Ambitions Death defeats, but One ; 
And that it crowns.— Here ceafe we t But, ere long^ 
More powerful Proof (hall take the Field againfl thee^ 
Stronger than Death, and fmiling at the Tomb.. 
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NIGHT the SEVENTH, 

BEING THE 

SECOND PART 

m 

O F T H 1 

INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 

CONTAINING 

Tie Nature, Proof, and Importanci, 
cf IMMORTALITY. 

PREFACE. 

y^S nve are at War imtb the Po*wery it nvere well if nve 
'were at War with the Manner s^ «/* France. A Land 
^Lcvity^ is a Land of Guilt. J Serxoos Mind it the- 
mttinxe Soil of every Virtue ; and the fingle CbaraBer thai 
does true Honour to Mankinds The Soul's Immortality hoe 
been the fawturite Theme ivith the Serious of all Ages^ 
Nor is it ftrange\ it is, a SuhjeB hy far the moft intereJHng^ ■ 
emd Important y that can enter the Mind of Man. Ofhigheft 
Moment this Suhje3 ahways was, and dliuays will be. Tet • 
this itt higheft Moment feems to admit of Increafe, at this 
DtPf ; a Sort of occafional Importance is Juperadded to the 
natural Weight of it \ if that Opinion *which is advanced 
in the Preface to the preceding Night, he juft. It is there 
fufpofedy that all our Infidelsy ^ivhatt^vr ^cbtnu^ J«* AV- 
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"gumijftt'i Sakgy and to keep thtmfel'ves in Cotnitenance^ tie^ 
.patronizey are betrayed into their deplorable Error ^ by fome 
Doubt of their Immortality, at the Bottom, And the more 
I eofifider this Pointy the. more I am perfuaded of tbi Truikof 
that Opinion, Tho^ the Dijiruft of a Futurity is a ftrange 
Error ; yet it is an Error into *which Bad Men may naturally 
be difirejfed* For it is impojfible to bid Defiance to final 
Ruin, nuithout fome Refuge in Imaginationy fome Prejumption 
of Efcape, And 'what Prefumption if there ? ^Isere are but 
Two in Nature ; but Tivo, ^within the Compafs of Human 
Thought. And thefe are^^^Thqi eitJper GOD vijlVnof^ or 
can not punifij, Confidering the Di'vine Attributes y the Firft 
is too grofs to be digefted by our firongeft Wijhes, ■ And fince 
Omnipotence is as much a Di'vine Attribute as HoIineCs^ , 
that GOD CSLHTiOt punifi?y is as abfurd a Suppofition^ as the 
Former, GOD certdnly can punift>y as long At ivicked 
Men exifi. In Non-exifience^ therefore^ is ^ their onlyRe"^ 
fuge ; andy confequently, Non-exifience is their firongefi Wiflj^ 
And ftrong Wijhes have afirinnge Influence on our Opinions i 
they bias the judgment in a Manner y almofty incredibte. And 
Jmat ott this Member af their AItemative» tbert are fomg 
tifffy fmall Appeai-ances in their Favour, mnd none at all m 
/Ar pt|i«r> they catch at this Reedy they lay hold on this Chi^ 
maray to foFue themfelnjes from the Shock, and Horror, of am 
inunediate, ^iff</ abfolute, Defpair, 

On revienving my Subject, by the Light nvhich this ArgU" 
mtnty and others of like Tendency y throiu upon it, I nva^Kh 
inclined than ever, to purfue it, as it appeared to me to firth, 
dire^ly at. the main Root of all our Infidelity, In the fol- 
Uvjing Pages, it is, accordingly, purfued at large:; andfomf 
Arguments for Immortality y nev) (at kafi to me) are ven^ 
tured on in them. There alfo the Writer has made an At' 
tefnpt to fet the grofs Abfurdities and Horrors of Annihila* 
tion in a fuller and more a^Qing fiVw, thoft is (I think) 
to ii m4t ivitb elfevijbere^ 
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The Gentlemen^ for muhofe Sake this Attempt tvas chiefly 
made^ profefs great Admiraiion for the JVifdom 4f HBothem^ 
Antiquity : What Pity ^tis, they are notfincere ! If they iven, 
ftncere^ hoto locuJd it mortify them to confidert 'with ^what 
Contempt y and Abhorrence^ their Notions ivould ha^ti been 
received f by Thofc whom they fo much admire P What Dcr . 
gret of Contempt y and Abhorrence^ njoould fall to their Share y 
Muty be conje^ured by the follonving Matter of Fa£t (in wy \ 
Opimon) extremely memorable. Of all their Heathen War» 
thies, Socrates ("tistvell knowftj ikos the moft Guarded^ 
Difpajfionatep andCompofed: Tet this great Mafter of Temper 
tvas angry ; and angry, at his Laft Hour ; and angry ^with 
his Friend I and angry for ^what defer-ved Acknowledgment ; 
^^iKyy fi^ ^ ^igbt and tender Inftance of true Friendjhip to» 
nvards Him, Is not this furpriflng P What could be thh 
Caufe f The Caufe ^was for his Honour ; it ivas a truly noblest, . 
tho\ perhaps, n too pun^iliotts, Regard for hnmoTtaiity xt 
For his Fritfi^ ^ipg him^ <ujithfuch anaffMonate Concern, 
m. heeame a Frien/d^ ** Where htijboulddep^t his Remains P^* 
it 'was refemed By Socrates^ ai implying a dijhmeurable St^ . . 
"* p€fitku^ thait H^ tmdd befi mean^ as to ha^ue Regard for attf, 
thhg, ennn in Himjelf that was not lMMO]t.TAU 

This FaSt well confider^d, luotdd make our Infidels *witbm^. 
draw their Admiration from Socrates ; wr make tkem eu^ 
deavour, by their Imitation of this Illuftrious Example^ /» 
Jhar^U Glory 4 Andy confequently. It would incline (hem /* 
pert^ethe following Pages with Candor and Impartiality *• . 
Which is all I defire ; and that, for their Saka: For lam^ 
ptrfuadedy that an. Unprejudiced Infidel muft^ necejfarilyf rom.^ 
cd'tsefonu ad'vantageaus Imprejpons from them. 
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Contents of the Seventh Night. 

TN the Sixth Night jfrguments noere driewn from Na* 
TURRy in Proof of Immortality. Here, Mhert org' 

drmunfrom Man : From his Difcontent, /. 142 ; from Ui 
Paffions and Powers, 143 ; from the gradual Gronoth of 
]l«afon, ibid; from his Fear of Death, ibid; from tb^ 
NatuTi of Hope, 144 ; and of Virtue, 145, &c. from 
Knowledge ondLbve, as Being the moft ejlential Profertia of 
the Soul, 148 ; from the Order of Creation, 149 ; from the 
X'ature of Amhidon, 150, &c. Avarice, 153, 154; Plca- 
fiire, 154. AT^igreJpon on the Grandeur rf the Paffions, 
155, 156. JxDSSion2lixy aione renders our prefent State intel* 
Ogihky 157. An Ohjeaioufrom the Stoics DifielUfoflm- 
mortaHtj^f an/wered, 157, 158. Endiefs ^ueftioms tmrefihh' 
able, but on Sufpofition 0/^0«r Immortality, 15S, 159. The 
natural^ moft mektnchofyy and pathetic Complaint of a Worthp 
Man under the Perfuaften of no Fatority,. i5o, &c. Tbegrofs 
Abfurdities and Horrors £/* Annihilation ur^ d bmie onho^ 
KENZO, 164, &c. The SouPs *vaft Impoltance, i69,&c« 
from whence it arifes, 172, 173. TheDifficviltyofb^ingan 
tnfidely 174. The Infamy> ibid, the Canfe, 175. and the Cha- 
lafter, 175, 176, of an Infidel State. What True Free-thini- 
ing is, 176, 177. The neceffary Punijhment of the Fal^ 
17B. Man^i Ruin is from Himfelf, ibid. An Infidel accuja 
btmfelf of Gttilt, and Hypocrify ; and that of the njmfi 
Sort, 179. ^ijO^//^/?/i0^/9Chriilians, ibid. WhatDm^ 
ger he incurs by Virtue, 180. Vice recommended to Him, 
181. His high Pretences to Virtue, and Benevolence, ex' 
fhded, ibid. The Conclufion, on the Nature of Faith, ibid. 

Kczfoxi^ 182 ; and HoTft, \^l, \^W *with an Apology for 

Ms jittempt^ \%x^ 
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HEAV'N gives the needful, butncgleacd. Call. 
What Day, what Hour, but knocks at human 
To wake the Soul to Senfe of future Scenes ? [Hearts^ 
Deatbi (buid, like Mercury t^ in ev'ry Way ; 
And kindly point us to our Journey's End. 
Pope, who couldft make Immortals ! art Thon dead I 
I give thee Joy : Nor will I take my Leave ; 
So foon to follow. Man but dives in Death ; 
Dives from the Sun, in fairer Day to rife ; 
The Grave, his fubterranean.Road to Blifs. 
Yes, infinite Indulgence plann'd it fb ; 
Thro'' v^ous Parts our glorious Story runs ; 
^Imt gives the Preface, endlefs Age unrolls 
The Volume (ne'er unroll'd) of hnman Fate. 

^his<i Earth and Skies * already have proclaimed. 
The World's a Prophecy of Worlds to come ; 
And who, what God foretels (who fpeaks in Tbimgs^ 
Still louder than in Words) ihall dare deny ? 
\f Nature* % Arguments appear too weak. 
Turn a new Leaf, and ftronger read in Matu 
If Man ileeps on, untaught by what hc^ees. 
Can he prove Infidel to wHat he feels P 
Vxy whofe blind Thought Futurity denies, 
Unconfcious bears, Seller of hon! like thee^ 
His o^n Indidment ; he condemns himfelf ; 
Who reads his Bofom, reads immortal Life ; 
Or, Nature, ther^ impofing on her Sons, 

Has written Fables ; Man was made a Lje, 

• NV^ tht Sixth. 
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Why Di/content for ever harbour*d there ? 
: -Incurable Confumption of our Peace ! 
^^efolve me» why,, ike Cottager, and King^ 
He whom Sea-fever'd Reaims obey, and he 
Who fteals his whole Dominion from the Waftc, 
Hepelling Winter Blafls with Mud and Straw, 
Difquieted alike, draw Sigh for Sigh, 
In Fate fo diftant, in Complaint fo near ? 

Is it, that Things Terreflrial can't content ? 
Deep in rich Pafture, will thy Flocks complain ? 
Not fo 5 but to their Mailer is deny'd 
TTo ihare their fweet Serene. Man, ill at Eafe, 
In this, not bis e*w» Place, this foreign Field, ' 
Where Nature fodders him with other Food, 
Than was bfdain'd his^ Cravings to fufiice. 
Poor in Abundance, famifh'd at a Feaft, 
Sighs on for fomething more, when mofi enjoy *d» 
Is Heav'n then kinder to thy Flocks than Thee f 
Not fo ; thy Pafture richer, but remote ; 
In part, remote ; for that remoter Part 
Man bleats from Inftina, tho', perhaps, debauch'd 
By Senfe, his Rea/on fleeps, nor dreams the Caufe. 
The Caufe how obvious, when his Rfeafon wakes ! 
His Grief is but his Grandeur in Difguife ; 
And Difcontent is Immortality. 

Shall Sons of iEther, Ihall the Blood of Heav'n, 
Set up their Hopes on Earth, and liable here. 
With brutal Acquiefcence in the Mire? 
Lorenzo ! no I they Ihall be nobly pain'd ; 
The glorious Foreigners, dillrell, fhall ligh 
On Thrones ; and Thou cofigratulate the Sigh ; 
Man's Milcry declares him born for Blifs ; 
His anxious Heart afferts the Truth I ling. 
And gives the Sceptic in his Head the Lye. ' 

Our 
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OurHea<k, tWir Hearts, om, Faffions^ zsoA'tmr Powers , 
Speak the fame.Langtuige ; call us to the Skies ; 
Unripen'ii The/e in idii^ inclement Climey. 
Scarce rife above Conjedlnre, and Miilake ; ^, 
And for this Land of Trifles Tbo/e too ftrong 
Tumultuous riie, and tempeft human Life : 
What Prize on Earth can pay us for the Storm ? 
Meet Objefts'for our Pafficns Heav'n ordain'd. 
Objects that challenge all their Fire, and leave 
No Fault, but in Dofea : Bleft Heav'n ! avert 
A bounded Ardor for unbounded Blifs ; 
O for a Blifs unhoimded! Far beneath 
A Soul immortal, is a mortal Joy. 
Nor are our" PMrr to 'perifli* immature ; 
But, after feeble- Effort >&^^, beneath 
A brighter $un,' and in a nobler Soil, 
Tnmfplanted haiai thisfublunary Bed^* 
Shall flouriih fair, and put forth all their Bloom. 

Reafon progreffive, Infiin3 is complete ; 
Swift InftiftQ leaps ; flow Reafon feebly climbs. 
Brutes ibdn their ZenitJi reach ; their little All >- 
Flows in at once ; in Ages they no more 
Could know, or do,- or covet, or enjoy. 
Were Man to Uve cOeval with the Sun, 
The Patriarch Pupil would be learning (Hll ;• 
Yet, dying, leave his Lefibn half-unlearnt. , 
Men periih in* Advance, as if the Sun 
Should fet ere Noon, in Eafiem-Oceans drown 'd; 
If fit, with Drm, Ilkftrious to compare. 
The* Sim's Meridian^ with the Sml of Man. 
To Man^- why, Stepdame Nature / fo fevett ? 
Why thrown slflde'thy Mafter-piece half- wrought. 
While meaner Efforts thy lafl Hand enjoy ? 
Or, if abortively^ poor Mail muft die. 
Nor rea(^9 whitt reach, he might, vvky.^^mDtJtmit 
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Why curft with Forefight ? Wife to Mifety ? 
Why of his proud Prerogative the Prey ? . 
Why le(s pre-eminent in Rank, than Pain ? 
His Immortality alone can tell ; 
Full ample Fund to balance all amifs. 
And turn the Scale in Favour of the Juft ! 

His Immortality alone can folve 
That darkeft of jEuigmas^ human Hepe ; 
Of all the darkeft, if at Death we die. 
Hopey eager Hope, th' Aflaifin of our Joy, 
All pre/ent Blefiings treading under-foot. 
Is fcarce a milder Tyrant than Defpair* 
With no pail Toils content, fUU planning new» 
Hope turns us o'er to Death alone for £afe. 
FoJfeJJioHy why, more taftelcfs than Purfuit P 
Why is a Wiih hi dearer than a Crown ? 
That Wi(h accpmplifh'd, why, the Grave of Blifs? 
Becaufe, in the great Future bury'd deep. 
Beyond our Plans of Empire, an4 Renown, 
Lies all that Man with Ardor fhould piu-fuc ; 
And HE who made him, bent him to the Right. 

Man's Heart th* Almighty to the Future icts. 
By fecret and. inviolable Springii ;. 
And makes his Hope his fubhinary Joy. 
-Man's Heart eats all Things, and is hungry dill ; 
" More, more !" the Glutton cries: For fomething AVw 
So rages Appetite, if Man can't Moont, 
He 'will Defcend. He ftarves on the Poffeft^ 
Hence, the World's Mailer, from Ambition's Spire^ 
In Caprea plung'd ; and div'd beneath the Brute* 
In that rank* Sty why wallow'd Empire's Son 
Supreme ? Becaufe he could no higher Hy ; 
His Riot was Ambition in Defpair. 

Old Rome confulted Birds; Lorbnzo ! thou> 
With more SitcQefs, th« Flight of Hope furvey ^ 

Of 
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Of reftlefs Hope, for ever on the Wing. 
High-perch'd o'er ev'ry Thought that Falcon fit«» 
To fly at all that rifes in her Sight ; 
And, never flooplng, but to moont again 
Next Moment, fhe betrays her Aim's Millakc, 
And owns her Quarry lodg'd beyond the Grave. 

There fhbuld it fail us (It muil fail 11s there. 
If Being fails), more mournful Riddles rii[e» 
And Virtue vies with Hope in Myftery. 
Why Virtue f Where its Praife, its Being, fled ? 
Virtue is true Self-intereft purfu'd: 
What true Self-intereft of quite-mxxXsX Man ? 
To clofe with all that makes him happy here. 
If Vice (as fometimes) is our Friend on Earth, . 
Then Vice is Virtue ; ^ti* our fav^rdgn Good* 
In Self-apflaufi is Virtue's golden Prize ; 
No Self-applaufe attends it on thy Scheme : 
Whence Self-applaufe ? From Confcience of the Right. 
And what is Right, but Means of Happinefs ? 
7^0 Means of Happinefs when Virtue yields ; 
That Bafls failing, falls the Building too. 
And lays in Ruin ev'ry, virtuous Joy, 

The rigid Guardian of a blamelefs Heart, 
So long rever'd, fo long reputed wife, 
- Is weak ; with rank Knight-errantries o'er-run. 
Why beats thy Bofom with illuftrious Dreams 
Of Self-expofure, laudable, and great ? 
Of gallant Enterprize, and glorious Death ? 
Die for thy Country ? — Thou Romantic Fool ! 
Seize, feize the Plank thyfelf, and let her fink : 
Thy Country i what to Thee ?— The Godhead i what ? 
(I fpeak with Awe !) the' He fliould bid thee bleed? 
If, with thy Blood, thy fnal Hope is fpilt, . 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the Blow, 
Be deaf; pr^erve thy Being \ difobeY. 

H -.^ "^^^ 
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Nor is it Diibbedience : Know, Lorenzo ! 
Whatfe'er tih' Almighty 's fubfequent" Command, ■ 
His firft Command is th's .•— *' Man, lovfe thyftlV* 
In this alone. Free-agents are »ot free. 
£xiflence is the Bafis, Blifs the Prize ; 
If rirtOi coftt Exiftence, 'tis a Crime ; 
Bold Viohrtion of oar Law fuprtme^ 
Black Suicide ; tho' Nations, which conftilt 
Their Gain« at diy Expence, refband Applanfew 

Since Virtit^^ Rccompence is doubtful, Here^ 
If Man dies wholly, well may we demand^ 
Why is Muxi/uffh^dto be Good in vain ? 
Why to be Good in vain, is Man injoii^df 
Why to be Good in vain, is Man hitrefdfl 
Betray'd -by Traitors lodg'd in his own Breaft, 
By fweet Complacencies from Virtue ftlt ? 
Why whifpers Sature Is^tz on Virtue's Part? 
Or if blind Infiintl (whith aiTumes die Name 
Of facred Confcltti<fc) plays the Fool in Man, 
Why Reajon made Accomplice in the Cheat ? 
Why are the Wifeft loudeft in her Praife ? 
Can Man by ReafofC% Beam be led aftray ? 
Or, at his Peril, imitatt his Cod? 
Since Virtue fometimis ruins us on Earth, 
Or Both axe true ; or, Man furvives the Grave. 

Or Man furvives the Grave, or own, Lorenzo^ 
Thy Boaft fupreme, a wild Ab&rdity. 
Dauntlefs thy Spirit ; Cowards are thy Scorn. 
Grant Man immorfal, and thy Scorn is juft. 
The Man immortal^ rationally brave. 
Dares rufh on Death — b^caufe he cannot die. 
But if Man lofes AH, when Life is lof);^ 
He lives a Coward, or a Fool expires. 
A daring Infidel (and ilich there are. 
From Pride, Exaxajte, l»wrc» '^^^ Btcvengev 
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Or pure heroical Dcfod of Thought), 
Of all Earth's Madmen, woft defcrves a Chain, 
When to the Grave we follow th? fiftuown'd 
For Valour, Virtue, Science, all we iovc. 
And all we praife ; for fForth^ whofe Nooft-tide Bcai^ 
Enabling us to think in higher Style^ 
Mends our Ideas of Ethereal Powers ; 
Dream we, that Lullre of the moral World 
Goes out in Stench, and Rottenne& the^CJoti^f 
Why was he wife to knowy and warm tofrai/h 
And fbenuous to tranfcribe^ in fawnan LiiSe, 
The Mind Almighty ? Could it be, . tht^t jPate» 
full when the Lineaments began to iuiie» 
And dawn the Deity, fhould (hatch the DnMtgb^ 
With Night eternal blot it out, and give 
The Skies alarm, left Angeh too might dk f 

If Human Souls, why not AngeUc too 
Extingtiifh'd ? and z,/oliiary Goo, 
O'er ghaltly Ruin, frowning from his Throned ^ 
Shall we this Moment gaze on Go d jn Man^ 
The next, lofe Man for ever in the Duft? 
From Duil we difengage, or Man my^akes ; 
And There, where leafl his Judgment lears aPlaw* 
Wifdum and Worthy how boldly he con^mends ! 
JVifilom and Worthy are facred Names $ Rever'dt ' 
Where not Embraced ; Applauded I Deify'd 1 
Why not CmfaJ/Md too ? If Spirits die> 
Both are Calamities, injured both, 
^o make us bat more wretched : Wt/dom^s Eyt 
Acute, for what ? To fpy piore Miferiea ; 
And Wirtbj fo reoompens'd, new-points their Sting^i 
Or Man furmounts the Grave, or Gain is Lois, 
And Worth exalted humhhs us the moxt^ 
Thou wilt not patronize a Scheme t!baX t&9^«% 
Wtaknefs^ and Fict^ the Refuge o{ lA^ixiiVLVEidLA. 

u % 
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** Has Virtue, then, no Joys?" — Yes, ]oy% de^r-b^gk. 

Talk ne'er fo long, in this imperfcd State, 

Virtue, and Vice, are at eternal War. 

Virtue* s a Combkt ; and w'ho iBghts for Nouglit? 

Or for precarious, or for fmall Reward ? 

Who Virtue's Self-reward fo loud refound^ 

Would take Degrees Angelic here below. 

And Virtue^ while they compliment, betray. 

By feeble Motives, and un^thful Guards. 

The CAiwn, th' unfading Crpwn, her Soul infplres : 

'Tis That, an'd That alone, can countervail 

The Body's Treach'iies, and the World*B Aflaults : 

On £tfrth'« poor PAy our'famifh'd Virtue dies. 

Truth inconteilable ! In fpite of all 

A Bayxb Iws treach'd, or a V— e Believed. 
In Man the more we dive, the more we fee 

Heaven's Signet ftamping an immortal Make. 

Dive to the Bottom of his Soul, the Baie 

Suftaining all ; what find we ? Knowledge^ Loi;e» 

As Light, and Heat, eflential to the Sun, 

Thefe to the Soul. And ivhy, if Souls expire ? 

How little Lovely here ? How little Known ? 

Small Kncnjoledge we dig up with endlefs Toil ; 
' And Lcve unfeign'd may purchafe perfedl Hate. 

Why ftarv*d, on Earth, our -^/r^J- Appetites ; 

While,^rx//i?/are indulged their fulfome Fill ? 

Were then Capacities di'vine conferred. 

As a Mock-Diadem, in favage Sport, 

Rank Infult of our pompous Poverty ^ 

Which reaps but Pain, from feeming Claims fb fair? 

In future Agt lies no Redrefs ? And fhuts 

E^iruity xht Door on our Complaint? 

If fo, for ivhat ftrangc Ends were Mortals made ! 

Tht Worft to wallow^ and the Beft to lA^eep ; 

The Man who menu mo(!t, m\x& mofb Complain : 

1 C«l 
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Can we conceive a Difregard in Heav*n, 
What the Worft perpetrate^ ox Bcftr endure F 

Thii cannot be. To Lo^e^ and KnonAj^ in Maa 
Is boundlefs Appetite, and boundlefs Pow'r ; 
And thefe demonflratc bouirdrefs Objefts too. 
Objefts, Pow'rs, Appetites, Hcav'n fuits in All; 
Nor, Nature thro', e'er violates this fwcet. 
Eternal Concord, on her tuneful String.. 
Is Man the Sole Exception froih her Laws ? ^ 

Eternity flruck off from human Hope, 
(I fpeak with Truth, but Veneration too)* 
Man is a Monfter, tire Reproach of Heav'ny 
A Stain, a dark impenetrable Cloud * 
On Nature's beauteous Afyt6i ; and deform s> 
(Amazing Blot !) deforms her with htr Lcrd, 
If fuch is Man's Allotment, nvhat i« Hcav'n ? 
Or own the Son! Immortal, orBlafpheme. 

Or own the Soul immortal, or invert 
All Order. Go, Mock-Majefty ! go, .Man!" 
And bow to thy Superiors of the Stall r 
Thro' ev'ry Scene of Sen/e fuperior far : 
They graze the Turf untillM ; they drink the Stream 
Unbrew'd, and ever full, and un-embitter'd 
With Doubts, Fears, fruitlefs Hope*, Regrets, Defpairs f 
Mankind's Peculiar ! Rea/cm's precious Dower \ 
No foreign Clime T/jey ranfack for their Robes ; 
Nor Brothers cite to the litigious Bar 5 
neir Good is Good intire, unhiix'd) unmarr'd ; 
They find a Paradife in cv'ry Field, " 

On Boughs forbidden where no Curfes hang : 
Their ///, no more than llrikes the Senfe ; unllretcht 
^y previous Dread, or* Murmur in the Rear: 
When the nvorft comes, it comes unfear'd ; one Strokes 
Begins, and ends, their tVoe : They die liut once ; 
Blell, incommunicable Privilege \ ^ox \\\a.':i>BL 
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Proud Man, who rules the Giobe, and readfi the Stara^ 
Fhihfophery or Hero^ fighs in vain« 

Account for this Prerogative in Brutes 
Ko Day, no Glimpfe of Day, to iblTe the Knotj^ 
But what beams on it from Eternity. 

O ible mid fweet Solution ! That unties 

The Difficulty and foftens the Severe ; 

The Cloud oii Nature^s beauteous Face diipels ; 

Rei!ores bright Or^er ; caib the Brute beneath ; 

And re-inthrones u& in Suprenuury 

Of Joy, ev'n Htr£ : Admit immortal Life, 

And Virtue is Knigbt-irrantry no more ; 

Each Virtue brings in Hand a golden Dower, 

Far richer in Keverfion : Hope exults ; 

And tho' much Bitter in our Cup is thrown, 

fredominatesi and gives the TaHe of Heaven* 

O wherefore is the Deity fo kind ? 

Afloniihing beyond Aftoniflunent ! 

Heav'n our Reward — for Hcav'n cnjoy*d iek*uf^ 

Still unfubdu'd thy ftubbom Heart? — For tJb^r^ 
The Traitor lurks, who doubts the Truth I fing^ 
Reafan is guiklefs ; Will alone rebels. 
What, in that flubborn Heart, if I (hould find 
New, nnexpeded Witneifes againft thee ? 
Ambition, Fleafurey and the Le^e of Gain i 
Canft thou fHipcdi, that Thefe^ which make th^ Soul 
The Sla^e of Earth, fhould own her Heir of Jjeav'n ? 
Canft thou fufpedl what makes us dijbelieve 
Our Immortality, ftould prove it Jure ? 

Firil, then. Ambition fummon to the Bar. 
Ambition's Shame, Extra^vagante, I^l/mfiy 
And inextinguijbahle Nature^ fpeak. 
Each much depo/es ; hear them in their Turn. 

Thy Soul, how paffionately fond of Fame ! 
How anxious, that iond. ^^crcv lo conceal ! 
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We blufh» doteded in Defigns on Fn^^*, 

Tho' for bell Deeds, and from the beft 01 Men j 

And why ? Becaufe Immortal, Art divine 

Has made the Body Tutor to the Soul ; 

Heav'n kindly gives our Blood a moral Flow ; 

Bids it afcend the glowing Cheek, apd there 

Upbraid that little Heart's inglorious Aim, 

Which dpops to court a Character from Man ; . 

While o'er us, in tremendous Judgment fit 

Far more than Man, with en^ilefs Praife, and Blame. 

Ambition's houndkfj Appetite out-fpeaks 
The Verdia of its ^am. When Souls take Fire 
At high Prefumptiops of tlieir own Defert, 
One Age IS poor Applaufe; the ^mighty Shout^ 
The Thunder by the living F^'w begun. 
Late Time ^ufl echo ; Worlds unbom» reibnnd» 
We wifh our Names eternally to live : 
Wild Dream ! which ne'er h^d haunted human Thought^ 
Had not our K^tur^s been eternal too. 
JnftimS points' out an Ipt'roft ^n Hereafter; 
But 9ur blind ^fisifin fees not ivben tt lies ; 
Or, feeing, fffes the SubAanpe for thf Shade* 

Fame is the $h9ae pf Immortality, 
And in itfelf a Shfidow* Soon as canght» 
Contemn'd i it ihrinks to nothing in the Grafp* 
Confult th' Ambitious, 'tis Ambition's Cure. 
*• And is This all ?" cry'd Cjpsar at his Height, ^ 
Di/gufteJ. This r/^iyv/ Pn)of Ambition brings . 
Of Immortality. The firfl.in Fame, 
Obikrve him near, your ^nvy will abate : 
Sham'd at the Difproportion vaft, between 
The Paffion, and the Purchafe, he will figh 
At /ucb Succefs, and bluih at his. Renown. 
And why ? Becaufe far riclier Prize invites 

H4 ^^ 
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His Heart ; far more illufbious Glory calls ; 

It caUs in Whifpers, yet the Deafeft hear. 

. And can Ambition a Fourth Proof Tupply ? 

It can, and ftronger than the former Three ; 

Yet quite o'erlook'd by feme reputed Wife. 

Tho' Difappointments in Ambition patn^ ' 

And tho' Snccefs difgufis\ yet ftill, Lorenzo t 

In vain we ftrive to pluck it from- our Hearts ; 

By Nature }^anted for the nobleft Ends. 

Abfurd the fam'd Advice to Pyrrhus giv*n. 

More prais'dy than ponder'd ; fpecious, but unfound t 

Sooner that Hero's SiuorH the World had quell'd, 

Than Reafa^^ his Ambition. Man muft foar. 

An obflinate Activity within. 

An infuppreflive Spring, will tofs him up 

In fpite of Forttme^B Load. Not Kings alohe» 

Each Villager has his Ambition too ; 

No Sultan prouder than his fetter'd Slave : 

Slaves build their little Bahylons of Straw, 

Kcho the proud AJfyrtan^ in their Hearts, 

And cry,—." 'Behold the Wonders pf my Might !" 

And why ? Becauf^ immortal as' theii: Lord ; 

And Souls immortal muft for eve^ heave 

At fomething Great ; the Glitter, or the Gold ; 

The Fraife of Mortals, or the Praife of Heaven,. 

Nor abfolutely vain is Hupian Praife, . 

When Human is f^ppprted by Divine^ 
I'll introduce Lorenzo to HimTelf : 
Pltafure and Pride (bad Mailers !) (hare our Hearts.^ 
As Love of Flenfure is ordain 'd to guard 
And feed our Bodies, and extend our Race ; 
The Love of Praife is planted to protect. 
And propagate the Glories of the Mind. 
WJiat is it, but the Lwe of Praifey infpii es. 
Matures, re&ues, €m\>e\ViC^^s> c:^2\x%v 



rbe Infidel Reclaimed, 1 53 

Earth's Happinefs ? From that^ the Delicat.e, 

The Grand, the Marvellous, of Ci<vil Life, 

Want and Convenience^ Under-workers, lay . 

The Bails, on which Love of Glory builds. 

Nor is tfy Life, O Virtue! lt(% in Debt 

To Praife, thy fccret iHmuIating Friend^ ' . 

Were Men not freui/, what Me|it ihould we niiCs ! 

PnWe made the Virtues of the Pagan World. 

Praife is the Salt that feafons: Right to Man, 

And whets his Appetite for moral Good, 

Thirfl of Applaufe is Virtue's SeconJ Guard ; 

Reafony her Firft; but ReafdD wants an Aid; 

Our private Reafon is a Flatterer; 

Thirft of Applau/e calls puhUc Judgment in. 

To poife our own, to keep an even Scale, 

And give endanger'd Virtue fairer Play. , 

Here 2l> Fifth Proof arifes, Wronger ftill : - 
Why this, fo nice Conflru£(ion of our Hearts'? 
Thefe delicate Moralities of Senje ; ' ; 

This conftitutlonal Rfeferve of Aid 
To fuccour Virtue, when o\>r Reafon fills ; 
li Virtue, kept alive, by Care and Toil, 
And, oft; the Mark of Injuries on Earth, 
When labour'd to Maturity (its BiU 
Of Difdpline^, and Pains, unpaid) muft die ?■ * ' 
Why freighted rich, to daih againfb a Rock ? ; 
Were Man to pcrifh when moft fit to'livcj 
O how mif-ipent wei^ aU thefe Stratagems, ' ' ^ 

By Skill 'Divine inwoven in our Frame ? 

Where are Heav'n*8 Holinefs and Me^tT^ fled ? • - 

Laughs Heav'h, at once, at Virtue, and at Matter 
If not, why That difcoorag'd, mi deftroy*d ?. 

Time Gir Jmhiti^n, . What (ays Jhvarice t 
This Her diief Maxim^ which has bag bfCn*7i/wr * 
'•The. Wife and Wealthy arc the 6m^;?— \^^Jox\v^ 

H «; '^^ 
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To (lore up Tresifurc, with inceiTaat Toll, 

Tibis is Man's Pcorince, Thh hia higheft Prsdfe. 

To this great End keen InftinS (Bngs him on. 

To guide that Inftinft, Reafin / is thy Charge ; 

'Tis Thine to tell us where true Tresdore lies : 

Sut, Reafon faUing to difcharge her TruA, 

Or to the Deaf difcharging it in vain, 

A Blander follows ; and bHnd Itubifity^ 

Gall'd by the Spar, bat Stranger to the Ccurie, 

(The C^urfe where Stakes of more dian Gold aic won) 

Overloading^ with the Cares of diftant Age^ 

The jaded Spirits oTHkc pre/eut Homry 

Provides for an lEterruty below* 

** Thou Jhab not covet^^^ is a wife Command ; 
Sttt bounded to the Wealth the Son forveys : 
Look farther, the Command ftands ^uite reveiVd> 
And Ard*rkt is a Virtue moft divine* 
Is Faith a JElefoge for our Happine/s ? 
Moft fare : And is it not for Reafim too ? 
Nothing this World unriddles, but die next* 
Whence inextinguifliable Thirft of Gain ? 
From inextioguifhable Life in Man : 
Man> if not meant, by Worthy to reach the Skkf^ 
Had wanted Wing to fly fo far in Giuk. 
Sour Grapes, 1 grant, Jaiition, Anmriee^ 
Yet flill their Root is hmnortaktj. 
Theie its wild Growths fb bitter, and (b bale> 
(Pain and Reproach I) Religion can reclaim. 
Refine, exalt, throw down their pois'nous Lee> 
And make them ^arkle in the Bowl of BJifi. 

See, the ^hird Witnejs lai^hs at Bli& xemote> 
And falfly pjomifes, an Eden here : 
Truth (he fhall (peak for once, tho' prone to lye, 
A comsBoa Cheat, 9sAikafwr% is her N«ne* 

1* 
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To Pleafure never was Lorenzo deaf ; 
Then hear her now, wm^fi thy ruil Frifiid* 

Since Nature ma4e n» not more Ibnd than ^oud 
Of Happinefs (whence Hypocrites in Joy ! 
Makers of Mirth ! Artificers of Smiles !) 
Why Ihould the Joy moft poignant Senft affbrdsi^ 
Sum us with Bluihes» and rebjike pw Pride ? 
ThofeHeair'n-txNii fil^9les teU us M^ul 4tfc€ndi^ 
Ev'n in the Zenith of his;A9yr4^ Bli& : 
Should Riafiu uke her Infidel Repofe, 
This hone$ lnftin& fpeaks our Lineage high ; 
This Inflind c^ls on D.arknefs to conceal 
Our rapturous Relation to the- Sulls. 
Our Glory ooNtn os with noble Shame^ 
And he that'j onconfeandedy is mimamCd. 
The Man that bluibef^ is not quite a Brute* 
Thus far with Thee, LoaENZo I will I clofe \ 
Pleafure hgf»d^ and Man for Pleafure made \ 
But Pleafijre full of Glory, as of Joy j 
Pleafure, which neither tlufim^ nor etcpir^u 

The Witneiles are heard ; the Canfe is o'er ;. 
Let Coft/cience file the Sen^tcnce in her Court, . 
Dearer Jchan Dtedt that half a Realm conv^ : 
^^^i /^!d by Truth* th' authentic Record runs. 

** Know, AU ; Know, Infidels,r-Qnapt to {Lnow ! 
*^ 'Tis Infmone^ your Nature fi^lves ; 
** 'Tis bnmrialify dfcyphers'Man, 
« ' And Qpena all ihe Myft'xies of hil Make. 
<« Without it, li?!^ i^ JnJHnffs art a Riddje ; 
** Without it, all hia Virtuis are a Ifream. 
<' His very Crimes atteil his Dignity ; 
" Hisfiitelefi Thiril ti FUafwre^ GeU, and Auar, 
'' Declares him bosm fof Bleffingsiir^V^ ; 
** What lefs tha^ Infinite, makei on-abfurd 
** PaJlfonsy which '^ on J£2ath-bacm0Kfi\%^aaBbKak'^ ■ 

U 6 ^ ^^ ^"^-^^^^ 
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** Fierce Paffions, fo mif-racafur'd to /i&/V Scene^ 
** Stretchy out, like Eagles. Wings, beyond our Nd 
" Far, far beyond the Worth of all below, ■ 
" For Earth loo large, prefage a nobler Flight, 
" And evidence our Title to the Skies,^^ 

Ye gentle Theologues, of calmer Kind ! 
"Whofe Conftitntion diftates to your Pen, ' 
Who, eoM yoorfelves, think Ard(M- ^mes^ from' Hell ! 
Think not our Paffions fsdloi Comtptiom ^^TKuig^ 
Tho* to Corruption now they lend their Wings ;-. 
That is their Miftnfs^ not their M^btr.. All 
(And juftly) Reafin deem Divine : I fee^ 
I feel a Grandeur in the Paffions too. 
Which fpeaks their high Deicent, and glorious End ;t 
Which fpeaks thenr Rays of an Etcmal^Firc 
In Paradife itfelf they burnt as ftrong-,. 
Ere Ad MM fell ; tho' v/ifer in their Aim... 
Like the proud Eafiern^ ilruck by Providence,-, 
What tho* our PaJ/ions are run mad, and ftoop 
With low, terreftrial Appetite, to graze 
On Tra§i, on Toys, dethroned from high Defire ?• 
Yet ftill, thro* their Difgrace, a feeble Ray 
Of Greatriefs fhines, and tells us whence they fell : 
But Thefe (like that falPn Monarch when reclaim'd). 
When Rtc^on moderates the Rein aright. 
Shall re-afcend, remount their former Sphere, 
Where once they foar'd Uluftrious 5 ere feduc'd. • 
By wanton Eve's Debauch, to ftrollon Earth, 
And fet the fublitnary World on Fire.. 

But grant their Phrenfy lafts.; their Phrcnfy fails 
To difappoint o«^ providential End, 
For which Heav'n blew up Ardor in our Hearts :.. 
Were Reafon filent,- boondlefs Paffitm fpeaks 
A future Scene of boundlefs QhjeQs. too, 
AhA 'brings gIad.Ti^3Xv^^.ci£ t\&xnol Day. . 
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Sternal T>2cy \ 'Tis that enlightens All ;• 

And All, by that cnlighten'd, proves it fure. 

Coniider Man as an immortal Being, 

Intelligible All*; and All is Great r 

A cryftalline Tranfparency prevail^,. 

And ilrikes- full Lo^re thra*^ the Ifnmtn^'SipKere: 

Coniider Mait as hv^t/a/, all' is dark, . .. 4 ; . ' . . 

And wretchdd-; ^tajon Wfcps- at the Sutvey. = . 

The learned Lorenzo cries, ** And let her weep^. . 
^< Weak, modtm'^ti£oni u/»//«ir/ Times were wife.. - 
«* Aiaherify^ that venerable Guide^. »''. ■ 

*^ Stands on my Part ; the fam*^ Athenian Porcll 
" (And who for WHSbm forenown'd aa They ?}i 
** Deny'd tids ImmortalUyi ta Maa^' 
I grant it ; but affirm, they prov*4i it too. . 
A Riddle This !--Havc Patience ; Til explaim. 

What noble Vanities, what moral Flights, 
Glitt'ring thro* their romantic Wifdom's Page,.. 
Make us,, at^onee^ dcfpHe-them, and admire I. 
Fable is fi» to Thefe high-feaibn'd Siies ; 
They leave, th' £xtravagan€ejof Song* below. 
<< Fleih fhall not feeL; oi^ feeling, ihall enjoy 
<< The Dagger,' or the Rack; to them, alike- 
«« A Bed ofcRofes, . or the burning BuiU'* 
In Men exploding all. beyo&d~the Gravc^\ 
Strange DodUine, This I As Do^Srine, it was ftnmge ^ 
But not, as Pr^becy ; for. fuch it prov'd, ' 
And, to their own Amazement, wa^b^fulfilPd : 
They feign'd a. Fmimefs- Chileans; need not feign*. ; ' * 
The Cbriftian truly triumpl^d in the Flame : . - 
The ^tnc ikw, in doable Wonder loft. 

Wonder at Them, and Wonder at Hintfelf, * 

To find the bold Adventqres of his Thoaght : 
HQt bold, .imd that he Urove fio.lye ia Vain.. 
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Whence^ then, thofe Thoughts ? ThoTe tonr'ruig 

Thoughts, that flew 
Such monflrous Heights ^— From/ff/f/«^, and boaiPrUU. 
The glorious InfiinSi of a deathlefs Soul, 
Conftts'dly confbious of her Dignity, 
Suggefted Truths they could not underfiand. 
In Lufi*s Dominion, and in PaffiM*$ Storak, 
TrmtJ^*8 Syftem broken, fcatter*d Fragments lay. 
As Light in Chaos, glimm'ring thro* the Gloom ; 
Smit with the Pomp of lofty Sentiments, 
Pleas'd Pride proclaimed, what Rgafin difheliev'd.- 
Pride, like the Delphic Prieftefs, with a Swell, 
Rav'd Nonfenie, deftinM to be Ftam^e Senfis, 
When Life Immortal, in full Day, fhould fhine f 
And Death^s dark Shadows fly the Gofpd Su9. 
Tbejf fpoke, what nothing but Imtmrtal^ooH^ 
Could fpeak ; and thua the Truth they queftion'd^ proved. 

Can then Ahfwrditiesy as well as Crimes^ 
Speak Man Immm^al? All Things fpeak him ib. 
Much has been urg'd ; and dofl: thou call for more } 
Call ; an^ with endlefs Queflions be diflreft. 
All unrefolveable, ii Earth is All. 

«* Why Life, a Moment ; Infinite, Defire ? 
•< Our Wifli, Eternity ? Our Home, the Grave ? 
<« Heav'n's Promife dormant lies in human Hope j 
^* Who nmfins Life Immortal, proves it too. 
«* Why Happinefs purfu'd, tho* never found I 
«* Man's Thirft of Happinefs declares. // jj, ' 
** (For Nature never gravitatts^ to nought) ; 

That Thirfl unquendit declares It is not Hero. 

ikfK Lucia, Thy QhA^is^A, call to Thodght ; 

Why cordial Prieudfltip riveted fo deep. 

As Hearts to pierce at £rft>' at pahing, r«id. 

If Friend,, .and feiefidflkip, iraniih in lan Hour? 
^ if id This Tormeux 'm \bft Maik of Joy ? 
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f Wly by Rejkaion marr'd the Joys of 5^ ? 

«* Why Pafti and Future y preying on our HcarU ? 

** And putting all ^ur frefent Joys to Death ? 

*« Why labours Reafon ? Infiina were as well ; 

«* Inftinft, ftr better; what can ckuf$, csaarr: 

•* O how hifidlitU the thoughtlefs Brute ! 

<V 'Twere well his Holim/s were half as fure. 

" i^/i/^s with InfUnaiiMf why at War I 

" Why Scnfe of Guilt f Why Cottfcintce up lA Arms ?♦* 

Con/dence of Guilt, is Prophecy of Pain, 
And Bofom-counfel to decline the Blow. 
Rutf9n with liidination ne'er had jarr'd. 
If nothing Future paid Forbearance Here. 
Thus on— Thefe, and a thouiand Pleas imcall'd^ 
All promi/iy ibme enfitre^ a fecond Scene y 
Which, were it deuitful^ would be dearer far, . 
Than all Things elie moft ctrtmn \ were it falpt^ 
What Truth on Earth fo precious as the Lye? 
This World it gives ns, let what will enfue ; . 
This World it gives, in that high Cordial, Hafi i 
The Future of the prefent is the Soul : 
How this Life groans, when fever'd fnun th^ ntxti 
Poor, mutilated Wretch, that Difbelieves I 
By dark Diftroft his Being cut in two> 
In both Parts periihes ; Life void of Joy» 
Sad Prelude of Eternity In Pain I » . 

Couldft Thou pcfnfoade me, Uie Jiext Life coi^Id fiul . 
Our ardent Wiihes ; how ihould I pour out 
My bleeding Heart in Anguiih, new, a» deep I ^> 

Oh 1 with what Thoughts, xkyHopty and myDeJ^ditf, 
Abhorr'd Annihilation ! blafts the Soul, 
And wide-exteads the Bonds of human Woe t . 
Could I beKeve Lo& a rzo's Syflem : trua. 

In this blade Ckauel WQttld mf Ravisigs nui. 
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«« Grief from the Future borrow'd Peace, ere- while. ' 
" The Future lumip^d! and the VrcktiX. fain^ii/ 
" Strange Import of unprecedented-Ill ! 
** Fall, how profound! like Lucifer's, the Fall •! 
«* Unequal Fate ! His Fall, without his Guilt !. 
** From where fond Hope built her Pavilioa high^ 
«* The Gods among, hurl'd headlong, hurl'd at once 
"To Night ! To Nothing ! Darker ftill than Night; 
«*• If *twas 2l Dream, why wake me, my worft Foe,, 
** Lorenzo! boaftful • of the Name of Friend ! : 
« O for Delufion ! O for Error ftill ! 
** Could Vengeance ftrike much ftronger than to plant 
" A Thinking Being in a World liko This,. 
** Not'over-rich be£3ie, nofw beggar'd quite ; 
" More curft than at the Fall ?-^The Sun goes out ! 
•* The Thorns ihoot up! What Thorns in ev*ry Thought!. 
« Why Senfe of Better ? It imbitters Worfe. 
« Why Senfc? Why Life? If but to figh, then fihk- 
" To what I was ! Twice Nothing !^ and much Woe ! 
** Woe,, from HeavVsBounties'! Woe, from- what was ^ 
" To RsLttermo&i, high Imlkaual'Penvers.- [wont 

Tihttghty Virtue, Knowledge! Bleflings, by /il^^cherac,- 

All poifon'd into Pains. Firft, Kntnvledge, once 
** My Soul's Ambition, ww her greateftf Dread. 
« To kmnv my/elf, true Wifdom ?— No, to (hun 
** That ihocking Science, Parent.of ^Deipair ! 
**» Avert thy Mirror : If I* fee,. I dicv 

«« Knon,v my C^eatwr?- Glimb His bleft Abode 
** By painful Speculation, pierce the Veil, 
** Dive in His Nature, read his Attributes, 

And gaze in Admiration— on a Foe<, . 

Obtruding Life, with-holding Happinefs ! ' 

From the. full Rivers that furround his Throne, 

Not letting fidl'oae I^rop of Joy. oik Man ; 
^ Man gafping for oue^Dto^, diat he might ceafe 
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The Infidel Reclaimed. i6i 

** To curfe his Birth, nor envy Reptiles more ! 

Ye fable Clouds ! Ye darkeft Shades of Night ! 

Hide Himy for ever hide Him^ horn my Thought^ 
** Once aU my Comfort ; Source, and Soul of Joy ! 

Now leagued with Furies, and with • Thee^ againil me. 

" Know His jit<bie<vements f^ Study His Renown ? 

Contemplate this amazing Univerfe, 

I>ropt hom His Hand^ with Miracles replete I 
** For what ? *Mid Miracles of nobler Name, 

To find one Miracle of Mifery ? 

To £nd the. Being, which alone can knu'w 

And praife His Works, a Blemiih on His Praife ? 

Thro' Nature's ample Range, in Thought, to (h-oll, ' 
<* And fbrt at Moh^ they%/f Mourner There, [Death ? 

Breathing hi^h Hope ! chain'd down to Pangs and 
Knowiilg is SufPring': And fhall Virtue fhare 
*« The Sigh of Knowledge P — ^Virtue fhares the Sigh, 
** By fbraining up the Steep of Excellent, 

By Battles fought, and, from Temptatk>n, won. 

What 'gains fhe, but the'Pang of feeing Worth, 

Angelic WOrth, foon fhuffled in the Dark 

With ev'ty Vi€e> and fwept to ^^»/tf/Duftl 
** Merit is Madhefs ; Virtue is a Crime t 
*^ A Crime to Rea/on, if it cofts us Pain 
** Unpaid: What Pain, amidil a thoufand more^ 
** To think the moft Abandoiid^ after Days 
" Of Triumph o'er their Betters, find in Death 
** As fift a Pillow, nor make fouler Clay I 

Duty I Religion! ^Thefe, our Duty- done. 

Imply Reward. Religion is Miftake. 
•« 2>«(y /--T^The«e's none, but to repel the Cheat.. 
«* Ye Cheats I away ! ye Daughters of my Pride ! 
•* Who feign yourfelves the Favorites of: the Skies : 
*< Ye tOfiE'ring Hopes J abortive: Energies I " 

' • • ^ Lvretmik.' ' 
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^< That tofs, and ifai]gg2e» in my Ijiti^ Bieaft, 

«< To fcale the Skies, and bdld Prefumptionf There, 

** As I were Heir of an Etertdty. 

** Vain, vain Ambitions ! tronUe me no moie.' 

« Why travel far in Qoefk of fure De&at ? 

'< As bounded as my Being, be my Wxfii. 

*' All is inverted, Wifdom is a Fool. 

" Senfe! taketheRein; \XaAFaJlfim! drive ns on; 

** And, Ignortmee ! befriend os on oar Way ; 

'* Ye nrwt but trueft Patrons of our Peace ! 

'* Yes ; give the Pulfi full Empire ; five the Bna^^ 

*^ Since, as the Brute, we die. The Sum of Man» 

** Of Godlike Man ! to rvW, and to rot. 

** But not on equal Tprms with othfr Bnit^ : 
*' Tinir Bevels a more poignant Re|iik yield, 
•' And fafer too ; Ti^ never Poifims chnft. 
<< ImftinB, than Reafim^ makes more whffclefane ftfcib* ' 
<* And fends all-marring Murmur far away. 
» FotJhfiuJUft Tbey beft philoibphiae ; . 
<< Tkursy that Sitntti, the S^ges fought in ufain i 
** *Tis Mom akme expoftnlates with Hpav'n ; 
« HiSf ail the Pmul^r^ and 9II the Cwi/e^ to mdonu 
** Shall ^«A» Eyes ve&ii# diflblve in Tears ? 
'' And bleed, in Anguiih, none but kuman Hearts i 
<' The wide-ibretcht Realm of InteUtauml Woe, 
<^ Surpaifing Senfual for, is All our Own. 
'* In Ufe fo fatally diilinguiiht, why 
** Caft in one Lot, confounded, Inmpt, in De^b ? 

*^ Ere yet in Being, was Mankind in Guilt ? 
^* Why thunder'd this peculiar CJau/e againft us, 
** AU-martali and Jli-ivreteM /-^Htcve the Skie» 
** Reaibns of State, their Subjects may not fcan, 
** Nor buptbfy reafon, when they /only figh ? 
«< AU-mortaU and All-'turticbtd I ^^^T'n top much ; 

*♦ UnparallcVd itv "NaXNtt^ \ 'T\&v»xMisK 
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•« On,BciiBg unrtfuefied at Thy Hanids, 

*< Omnipotent ! for I fee nooglit bat Pvw&» 

And why fee That? yfhyTbougbtr To toil, and cat. 

Then make our Bed in Darknefs, 1^ttl^s no Thoitght. 

What Superfluities are reas^mng Souls ! ^ ' 

Oh give Etei-ftity ! or Thought deftroy. 
f* But without Thought our Curfe were half-unfelt ; 

Its blunted Edge would fpare the throbbing Heart ; 
<< And, therefore^ 'tis beftow'd. I thank thee, Rtafint 
*^ For aiding Life^z too ixnall Calamities, 
*^ And giving Being ta the Pread of Death. 
** Such are thy 3oantie» !— Was it then too much 
** For m^ to trefpafs on the Brutal Rights ? 
** Too muth for Hea*v^n to make one Emmet more ? 
** Too much for Chaos to permit my Mafs • 
<< A longer Suy with Efiences unwrought, 
« Unfafhion'd^ wttorputrtid into Mamf 
** Wretched Prefirmiut to this Round of Pains ! 
«• Wretched Capacity of Phrcnfy, Tboi^ht i 
«* Wretched Capacity of Dying, Lift! 
«* Life, Thought, Wcrth, Wifdom, All (O foal Revdt !) ^ 

Once Friends to Peace, gone over to the Foe* 
Death, then, has cfaai^'d its Nature too : O Death! 
'< Come to my Bofom, Thou left Gift of Heav'n I 
^ Beft Friend of Man ! £nce Man is Man no more. 
«* Why in this thorny Wildermfs fo long, 
«' Since there's no Promised Land*9 ambroiial Bowel's 
•* To pay me with its Honey for my Stings ? 
« If neediiil to the felfiih Schemes of Heaven ' 
** To fting us fore, why mockt our Mifery ? 
** Why this fo fumptuous Infult o'er our Heads ? 
«* Why this illuftrious Canopy difplay'd ? 
<< Why fo magnificently lodg'd Defpair? 
*< At dated Periods,. fure-retiEirning, roll 
<«, Thefe glorious Orbt^ that Mo^t^ m^Y ^^xo^"^^ 
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** Their Length of Labours^ and of Pains ; nor lofc 
Their Mifery's fullMeafure? — Smiles with Flowers^ 
And FroitSy promifctiousy ever-teeming Earthy 

** That Man may languiih in luxurious Scenes>, 

** And in an Eden mourn his wither'd Joys ? 

*^ Claim Earth and Skies Man's Admiration, due* 

" For >f^ Delights ! Bleft^wVw^/ too Wife ' 

** To 'wonder ; and too Happy to complain / 

** Our Doom decreed demands a* mournful Scene :* 
Why not a Dungeon dark, for the CondemtCdf^ 
Why not the Dragon's fubterraneous Den, L 

Fop Man to howl in ? Why not his Abode 

•* Of the fame difmal Colour with his Fate ?. 

m 

** A Thebes i a Babylon^ at vaft Expence^ 
«< Of Time, Toil, Treafure, Art, fpr<5wls and Adders, 
<^ As congruous, as, for Man, this lofty Dome, 
** Which prompts proud Thought, and* kindles high De- 
** If, from her humble Chamber in the Duft, [fire ; 
•* While proudThought fweils, and highDefire inflames^ 
** The poor Worm calls us for her Inmates there ; 
•* And,- romid us., Death* s inexorable Hand 
'* Draws the dark Curtain clofc ; undrawn no more* 
•* Vndrarwnnomore /-—Behind the Cloud of Deaths 
«' Once, I beheld a Sun 5 a Sun which gilt 
" That faWe Cloud, and turn'd it all to Gold : 
" How the Gr^w^'i altcuM ! Fathomlefs, as HelH 
•* A real Hell to Thofe who dreamt of Heaven. 
* * A N N I H I L A'T 10 N ! Hew it yawns before me ! 
** Next Moment I may drop from Thought ^ from Sfnfcy 
^* The Privilege of Jngehy and of Worms ^ 
** An Outcaft from Exiftence ! And this Spirit, 
«* This all-pervading, this all-confcious Soul, 
** This Particle of Energy divine,. 
" Which travels Nature, flies from Star to Star, 
** And viiits Gods, llTi^^m>a^^x^% ^^^vc '^^\N^\«i^ 
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<* For ever Is cxtinguifk'cL Horrpr ! Death ! 

^* Death of that Death I /earle/s once furvcy'd !— 
When Horror Umver/al ihall defcend. 
And Heav'n's dark Concave urn all Human RacCf 

** On that enormous, unrefunding Tomb, 
How juft this Verfe ! this monumental Sigh ! 

JBeneatb the Lumber of demolijh'^d Worlds ^ 
Beep in the Ruhhifi of the general Wrecky 
StAjept Ignominious to the common Mafs 
Of Matter^ never digniffd nmtb Life^ 
Here lie proud Rationals ; The Sons of Heaven f 
The Lords of Earth ! The Property of Worms ! 
Beings of Tefterday^ and no To-morrow ! 
Who U'u*d in Terror y and in Pangs expired! 
All gone to rot in Chaos ; or^ to make 
Their happy Tranfit into Blocks or Brutes, 
Nor longer fully their Creator 'j Name, 

Lorenzo! hear, paufe, ponder, and pronounce. 
Juft is this Hiftory ? li fuch is Man, 
Mankind's HiHorian, tho' Divine, might weep. 
And dares Lorenzo fmile ! — I know thee Proud: 
For once let Pride befriend thee ; Pride looks pale 
At fuch a Scene, and fighs for fomething more. 
Amid thy Boaib, Prefumptions, and Difplays, 
And art Thou then a Shadow ? Lefs than Shade ? 
A Nothing? Lefs than Nothing ? To have been. 
And not to he^ is lower than Unborn. 
Art thou ambitious ? Why then make the Worm 
Thine Equal ? Runs thy Tafie of Pleafure high ? 
Why patronize fur© Death of ev*ry Joy ? 
Charm Riches ? Why chufe Bcgg'ry in the Grave, 
Of cv'ry Hope a Bankrupt ! and for ever ? 
Ambition^ Pleafure^ Avaricej perfuade Thec 
To make that World of Glory, Rapture, Weal^^ 



ti$ The Complaint. Nighty 

They • lately /rWd, thy Soul's fupreme Define. 

What art thou made of? Rather, how Unmade ? 
Great Naturih Mafter-appetite dcftroy'd ! 
Is rndlefs Life» and Happinefs, defpis'd ? 
Or both wifh'dy Hert, where Neither can be found ? 
Such Man*s pervcrfc, eternal War with Heav*n! 
Dar'ft Thou perfift ? And is there nought on Eartfa, 
But a long Train of tranfitory Forms, 
Rifingy and breaking. Millions in an Hour ? 
bubbles of a fantaftic Deity, blown up 
In Sporty and then in Cruelty deftroy'd ? . 
Oh ! for what Crime, unmercifid Lorsnzo ! 
Deilroys thy Scheme the f^if$k of human Race ? 
Kind is fell Lvcipbr, compared to Thee : 
Oh ! fpare this ffafie of Being half-divine ; 
And vindicate th' Oeccuomy of Heaven. 

Heav'n is all Love ; all Joy in giving Joy : 
It never had created, but to hle/s : 
And ihall It, then, ftrike off the Lift of Life, 
A Being bleil, or Worthy fo to be ? 
Hea'vn ilarts at an annibilatittg Gou. 

Is That, all Nature ftarts at, thy Deiire ? 
Art fuch a Clod to wifli thyfelf all Clay ? 
What is that dreadful Wifh ?— The dying Groan 
Of Nature^ murder'd by the blackeft Guilt. 
What deadly Poifon has thy Nature drank ? 
To Nature undebauch'd no Shock fb great ; 
Nature's Firfi Wifh is endie/s Happinefi ; 
Annihilation is an After-thought, 
A monflrous Wifh, unborn till Virtue dies. 
Andi, oh I what Depth of Horror lies indos'd f 
For Non-exiHence no Man ever wifh'd. 
But, firft, he wifli'd the Deity dcflroy'd. 

• In thft SuL\]b V\iVx, 
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If (b ; what Words are dark enough to drair 
Thy PiAure true ? The darkeft are too £ur. 
Beneath what bsdefnl Planet, in what Hour 
Of Deipenetion, bf what Fur/s Aid, 
In what infernal Poftnre of the Sonl, 
All Hell invited, and aU HcU in Joy 
At fuch a Birth, a Birth £> near of Kin, 
Did thy foul FMiurf whdp fb black a Scheme 
Of Hopes abortive, Faadtiet half-blown. 
And Diitki begMm^ rednc'd to Daft ? 

Thore^l ooug^t (dum finy'ft) but one eternal Fliac 
Of feeble E&nces, tumultuous driven 
Thro' Timii rough Billows into Nsgbi'% Abyfi. 
Say, in this rapid TUe of human Ruin, 
Is diere no Rock^ on which Man^s tofling Thought 
Can reft from Terror; dare his Fate furvey. 
And boldly think it Something to be Born } 
Amid fuch hourly Wrecks of Being fair. 
Is there no central, all-fiiftaining Ba/e^ 
All-realizing, all-conne^Ung Power, 
Which, as It cali'd forth all Things, can recal/^ 
And force DeJhuSion to refund htx Spoil ? 
Command the Grave reftore her taken Prey ? 
Bid Death's dark Vale its Human Harveft yield. 
And Earth, and 'Ocm», pay their Debt of Man, 
True to the grand Depofit trufted There ? ' 
Is there no Poteettate, whc^e out-ftretcht Arm, 
When rip'ning Time calls forth th' appomted Hoor^ 
Pluckt from foul DervaftatM^ famifh^d Maw, 
Binds Prefent, . Paft, and Future, to his Throne / 
His Throne, how glorious, thus divinely graced. 
By germinating Beings chift'ring round I 
A Garland worthy the Divinity ! 
A Throne, by Heaven's Omnipotence in Smk\^ 
Built (like a Pi^VAT towering ixk iht Vfttv^sb"^ 
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Amidil immenfe EfFuiions of his Love ! 
An Ocean of commtpticatei^ Bli(s 1 

An all-prolificy aU-preferving God ! 
Tffis were a God indeed. — And fuck is Man, 
As here prefum'd : He rifea from ids FalL 
Thinkfl Thou Omnipotence a naked Root, 
Each Bloflbm fair of D e i t y deftroy'd ? 
Nothing is dead ; nay. Nothing ileeps ; each Soul, i. 
That ever animjited human Clay, 
Now wakes ; is on the Wing : And ivhere, O <where^ . 
Will the Swarm fettle ?— Whdi the Trumpet't Call, 
As founding Brafs, colle£l9 m, round Heaven's Thron6 
Conglob'd, we' baik in everlafting Day, 
(Paternal Splendor !) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the Soul this Otalet to the Skies, 
In this vaft Veffel of the Univerfe, 
How fhould we gafp, as in an empty Void ! 
How in the Pangs of famifh'd Hope txipv^ 1 

How bright My ProfpeA ihines ! How gloomy Thitu t 
A trembling World ! and a devouring God ! 
Earthy but the Shambles of Omnipotence ! 
Heav*nh Fzct all llain'd with caufelefs MafTacres 
Of countlefs Millions, born to feel the Pang . 
Of Being iofi. • LotijEnzo \ can it be ? 
nis bids us fhuddcr at the Thoughts of L(fe. 
Who would be bom to fuch a Phantom World, 
Where nought Subftantial, but our Mifery ? 
Where Joy (if Joy) but heightens our Diftrefs, 
So foon to perifh, and revive no more ? 
The greater /ucb a Joy, the more It pains. 
A World, fo E|r from Great (and yet how Great 
It fhines to Thee !) there's nothing Real in it ; 
Beings a Shadow ! Cottfcioufnefs^ a Dream t 
A Dream, how dreadful ! Univerfal Blank 
Before it, and Behind ! Poor Mao, a Spi^ 
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From Non-exiftence ^ck by Wrath divine, 
Glitt'ring a Moment, nor that Moment fure, 
*Midft Upper, Nether; and Surrounding Nighty - 
His Sad, Sore, Sodden, and Eternal Tomb ! , 

Lorenzo ! doft Thou feel theft Arguments ? 
Or is there nought but Vengeance can be felt ? 
How haft Thou da-'d the Deity dethrone ? 
How dar'd India Him of a World Uke This ? 
If Jiich the World, Creation was a Crime ; 
For what is Crime, but Caufe of Mifery ? ' 
Retradl, Blafpkemer ! and unriddle Tbis^ 
Of endlcft Arguments abo^ue^ Mow, 
fFithout us, and nvithin^ the fliort Reful t ■■ 
** If Man* s Immortaif there* s aGron in Heaven^^^ 

But wherefore fuch Redundancy ? Such Wafte 
Of Argument } One iets my Soul at Reft ;. 
One obvious, and at Hand, and. Oh !^-r4kt HettH. 
So juft the Skiety PHiLANDsa's Life fo pain'd. 
His Heart lb pure ; tbaty or fieeeeding Scenes 
Have Palms to give, or ne'er had He been bom* 

" fThat an old Tale is This /" -Lo«bn9so cries.— • 
I grant this Argument is old ; but Truth 
No Years impair ; and had not This been Truei 
Thou never hadft defpis'd it i<x its Age. 
Truth is Immottal as thy Soul ; and Fahle 
As fleeting as thy Joys : Be wife, nor make 
HeaVn's higheft Blefling, Vengeance ; O be wife I 
Nor make a Curfe of Immortality. 

Say, know'ft Thou what // is ? Or what Thou art ? 
Know'ft Thou ^' Importance of a Soul Immortal ? 
Behold this Midnight Glory t. Worlds on Worlds I 
Amazing Pomp I Redouble this Amaze ; 
Ten thoufand add ; add twice Ten thoufand mofvj 
Then weigh the Whole ; One Soul outweighs them All \ 

I ^2^^^ 
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And calls th' afloniftiing Magnificence 
Of unintelligent Creation poor. 

For This, believe not me i no Man believe ; 
Trud not in Words, bat Deeds ; and Deeds no lefi 
Than thofe of the Supreme ; nor His, a Few ; ' . 
Confult them^i?; confulted. All proclaim 
Thy Soul's Importance : Tremble at Thyfclf ; 
For whom Omnipotence has wak'd fo long : 
Has wak'd, and work'd, for Ages ; from the Birth 
Of Nature to this Unbelieving Hour. 

In this fmall Province of His vaft Domain 
(All Nature bow, while I pronounce his Name !) 
What has God done, and not for this fole End, 
To refcue Souls from Death ? The SouTs high Price 
Is writ in all the Condud of the Skies. 
The SouVs high Price is xhRCfuaion^s Kex, 
Unlocks its Myfteries, and naked lays 
The gennine Cauie of ev'ry Deed divine*: 
nat^ is the Cbtun of Ages^ whiph maintains 
1'hcir obvious Correfpondence, and unites 
Molt diflant Periods iji One bleft Defign : 
naty is the mighty Hinge^ on which have turn'4 
All Revolutions, whether we regard 
The Nat'raU Qiml, or Religious, World ; 
The former Two, but Servants to the Third : 
To That their Duty done, they Both expire. 
Their Mii/s new-caft, forgot their Deeds renown* di 
And Angels aflc, ** Where once they Jhone fo fair f** 

To lift us from this Abjeft, to Sublime ; 
This Flux, to Permanent ; this Dark, to Day ; 
This Foul, to Pure; this Tuibid, to Serene; 
This Mean, to Mighty ! — for this glorious End 
Th' Almighty, rifmg, his long Sabbath broke: 
The World was Made ; was Ruin'd ; v^s Reftor'd; 
Laws from the SkV^s v;w^^\M\'&v'4\ were RepcalM; 
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On Earth Kings, Kingdoms, rofe ; Kings, Kingdoms, 
•Fam'd Sages lighted up the Pagan World j [fell ; 

Prophets from Sion darted a keen Glance 
Thro' diftant Age j Saints traveled ; Martyrs bled ; 
By Wonders facred Nature flood controuPd ; 
The Living wer6 tranflated ; Dead were rais'd j 
Angels, -wid more than Angels, came from Heaven ; 
And, oh ! for This, defcended lower ftill ; 
Gilt was Hell's Gloom ; allonifh'd at his Gueft, 
For one Ihort Moment Lucifer ador'd*: 
Lorenzo ! and wilt Thou do lefs? — For This^ 
That Hallonju^d Page^ Fools fcoif at, was infpir'd. 

Of all thefe Truths thrice-venerable Code ! 

Deifts ! perform your Quarentine ; and then 

Fall proftrate, ere you tcudi it, left you die. 
Nor lefs intenfely bent Infernal Powers 

To mar, than thoft of Lights this End to gain, 

O what a Scene is Here ! — Lorenzo ! wake ; 

Rife to the Thought ; exert, expand thy Soul 

To take the vaft Idea : It denies 

All elfe the Name of Great. Two warring Worlds ! 

Not Europe againft Jfric ; Warring Worlds, 

Of more than Mortal ! mounted on the Wing ! 

On ardent Wings of Energy, and Zeal, 

High-hov'ring o'er this little Brand of Strife ! 

This fublunary Ball— But Strife, for what ? 

In their own Caufe conflidting ? No ; In Thine^ 

In Man*s, His Jingle Int'reft blows the Flame ; 

His the fole Stake ; His Fate the Trumpet founds. 

Which kindles War Immortal. How it burns I 

Tumultuous Swarms of Deities in Arms ! 

Force, Force oppofing, till the Waves run high. 

And tempeft Nature's univerfal Sphere. 

Such Oppofites Eternal, Sted^ft, Stetn, 

■ 1 Z ' ^v>Khv 
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Soch Foes Implacable^ are G^od^ and lOi 

YetMan« vain Man, would mediate Peace between theat 

Think not thb Fiftion^ ** Therg tuas War in Huvuta.^ 
From Heay'n'js high cryftal Mountain, where it hung, 
Th' Ax. M J G H T Y 's out^ftretcht Arm took down his BoWf 
And fiiot his Indignation at the Duf .* 
Re-thimder'd Heli^ and darted all her Fires.-— 
And feems the Stake of little Moment ftilli 
And flttmbers Momj who fingly caus'd the Storm ? 
He fleeps,— And art Thou fliockt at Myfteries ? 
The Greateft, Thou. How dreadful to refleO, 
What Ardor, Care, and Connfel, Mortals cauie 
In Breafls Divine ! How little in their own I 

Where^e'er I turn, how new Pro9fs pour upon me ! 
How happily This wond'ixMis View fupports 
My former Argument ! How ^ron^y Jlrikes 
Immortal Lif^s full Demonftration, Hen ! 
Why this Exertion ? Why this Ilnmge Regard 
From Heav'n's Omnipotent indulged to Mani— 
Becaufe, in Man^ the glorious^ dreadful Power, 
Extremely to be Pain'd, or Bleft, for E'ver, 
Duration gives Importance ; fwells the Price* 
An Angel, if a Creature of a Day, 
What would He be ? A Trifle of no Weight ; 
Or Stand, or Fall ; no Matter which ; He*s gone. 
Becau/e Immortal, therefore is indulg'd 
This ftrange Regard of Deities to Dull. 
Hence, Heav'n looks dou'n on Earth with all her Eyes: 
Hence, the Soul's mighty Moment in her Sight \ 
Hence, ev*ry Soul has Partifans Above, 
And ev*ry Thought a Critic in the Skies : 
Hence, Clay, vile Clay ! has Angels for its Guard, 
And ev'ry Guard a Paflion for his Charge : 
Hence, from a\\ A|;e> the Cabinet divine 
Has held high Cc»\ak«A ^'« liJoa^^Xft ^S.^-wu 
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Nor have the Cloads thofe grackms Conniels hid. 
Angels undrew the Cttrmn of the Throne^ 
And PiovrDENCE came forth to neet Manldnii ; 
In varioas Modes of Emphafis and Awe^ "* 

He fpoke his Will, and trembling Natten heard ; 
He fpoke it lond, in Thun^r, and in Storm^r 
Witnefs, Thou Sinai I whofe Cloud-cover*d Height, 
And fhaken BaiiSy own'd the prefent God: 
Witnefsy ye JS^lIows / whofe returning Tide, 
Breaking the Chain that faften^d it in Air^ 
Swept Egypt, and her Menaces^ to Hell : 
Witnefs, ye Flames / th* AJIyrian Tyrant blew 
To fev'nfold Rage, as Impotent, za Strong : 
And Thou, Earth I witnefs, whofe expanding Jaws' 
Clos'd o'er * Pre/umftion*9 £icrilegiou$ Sons : 
Has not each Element, ia Turn, fubfcrib'd 
The Soul*s high Frice^ a«d fwom it to the Wife ? 
Has not Flame, Ocean, ^ther. Earthquake^ fiiovs 
To ftrike thii Truths thro' adamantine Man I 
If not All-adamant, Lorenzo I hearjs 
All is Deluiion ? Nature is wrapt up» 
In tenfold Night, feom ^^ir/^ir^s keeiteft' Eye | 
There's no Confiftence, Meaning, Plan, or End^ 
In an beneath the Sun, ii^ All above,. 
(As far tfs ^faacaarjietietrate) or Heaven 
I» an* Immenfe, Ineflimable Prize ; ' 

Or All is NoUiing, or that Prize is All.— 
And fhall each Toy be ftill a Match for Heaven ? 
And full Equivalent for Groans Below ? 
Who would not give a Trifle to prevent 
What he would give a Thonfand Worlds to enret 

Lorenzo ! Thou haft feen (if Thine, to fee) 
All Nature^ and her God (by Nature's Courfe., 
And Nature's Conrfe contnnU*d) declare for me v 

• Kbrafc. ate. ^.^ 
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Th€i Skies Above proclaim " Immortal Man !" 
And, << Man Immortal P* all Below refbunds. 
The World's a Syftem of Theology, . 
Read, by the greateft Strangers to the Schools ; 
If Honefly Leam'd ; and Sages o'er a Plough. 
Is not, Lorenzo ! then, impos'd on Thee 
This hard Alternative ; or, to renounce 
Thy Reafouy and thy Senfc ; or, to Believe f 
AVhat then is Unbelief? 'Tis an Exploit ; 
A ilrenuous Enterprize : To gain it, Man 
Mull burft thro' ev'ry Bar of common Senfe, 
Of common Shame, magnanimoufly wrong ; 
And what rewards the flurdy Combatant ? 
liis Prize, Repentance ; Infamy^ his Crown. 

But wherefore, Infamy ? — For want of Faitb^ 
Down the ftcep Precipice of Wrong He Aides ; 
There's nothing to fupport him in the Rigbtm 
Faith in the F»/«rr wanting, is, at leafb 
In Emhryoy ev'ry Weaknefs, ev'ry Guilt ; 
And flrong Temptation ripens it to Birth. 
If this Life's Gain invites him to the Deed, 
Why not his Country fold, his Father flain ? 
'Tis Virtue to purfue our Good Supreme ; 
And his Supreme, his Only Good is Here. 
AmhitioHy AvWice^ by the Wife difdain'd. 
Is perfeft Wi/domy while Mankind are Fools, 
And think a Turf, or Tombflone, covers All : 
The/e find Employment, and provide for Senje 
A richer Pafture, and a larger Range ; 
And Sen/e by Right divine afcends the Throne, 
When Virtue^ Prize and Profpeft are no more ; 
Virtue no more we think the Will of Heaven. 
Would Heav'n quite beggar Virtue, if belov'd ? 

" Has Virtue Charms ?"— I grant her heav'nly Fair ; 
JBut if unportiou'd, 21W \\\\\ Int' rejl ^^^ -, 
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Tho* That our Admiration, T^x onr Choice* 

The Virtues grow on Immortality ; 

That Root deftroy'd, they wither and expire, 

A Dimity believ*d, will nought avail ; ^ 

Re-wards and Punijhments make God ador'd ; 

And Hopes and Fears give Confcience all her Power* 

As in the dying Parent dies the Child^ 

Virtue^ with Immortality y expires. 

Who tells me He denies his Soul Immortal, 

Whatever his Boaft, has told me, He*s a Knave* 

His Duty 'tis, to love Himfelf alone ; 

Nor care tho* Mankind peri(h, if He fmiles, 

Who thinks ere-long the Man (hall wubolly die. 

Is dead already ; nought but Brtue furvives. 

And are there fuch ?— Such Candidates there are 
For more than Death ; for utter Lofs of Being, 
Being, the Bafis of the Deity ! 
Aik you the Cau/e /'—The Caufe they will not tell ; 
Nor need they i Oh the Sorceries of Senfe ! 
^bey work this Transformation on the Soul, 
Difmount her like the Serpent at the Fall, 
Difmount her fit>m her native Wing (which foar'd 
Ere-while ethereal Heights), and throw her down, - 
To lick the Dull, and crawly in fuch a Thought* 

Is it in Words to paint you ? O ye FalPn ! 
Fall'n from the Wings of Rea/on^ and of Hope / 
£red iii Stature, Prone in Appetite ! 
Patrons of Pleafure, polling into Pain ! 
Lovers of Argument, averfe to Senie \ 
Boailers of Liberty, faft-bound in Chains ! 
Lords of the wide Creation, and the Shame I 
More Sen/ek/s than th' Irrationals you fcom ! 
More Ba/e than thofe you rule ! Than thofe yon pity. 
Far more Undone / O ye moft infamous 
Of Beings^ from Superior Dignity I 
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Deepeft in Woe from Metns of bonndlefs BlKs I 

Ye curd by Bleilings infinite I Becaufe 

Moil highly favour'd, moil profoundly loft ! 

Ye motly Mafs of Contradidion Urong I 

And are you» too, convinced, your Souls fly off 

In Exhalation lbft> and die in Ai/, 

From the full Flood of Evidence againfi yott ? 

In the coarfe Drudgeries, and Sinks of Benfg^ 

Your Souls have quite worn out the Make of HcaTea^ 

By Vice new-caft, and Creatures of your own : 

Bat tho' you can deform^ you can't dejtriy i 

To curfcy not uncreatet is all your Power. 

Lorenzo ! this black Brotherhood renounce^ 
Renounce St. EvremetU, and read St. PW» 
Ere rapt by Miracle, by Reafin wing'd. 
His mounting Mind made long Abode in Heavau 
TJbis is Freethinkingi unconfin'd to PartSp 
To fend the Soul, on curious Travel bent. 
Thro' all the Provinces of Human Thought ; 
To dart her Flight, thro' the whole Sphere of Man & 
Of this vaft Univcrfe to make the Tour ; 
In each Recefs of Sface and Time^ at Home i 
Familiar with their Wonders \ diving deep ; 
And, like a Prince of boundlefs Int'refts TUre, 
Still moft ambitious of the moft Remote ; 
To look on Tmtb unbroken, and uitire i 
Truth in the Syflem^ the full Orb ; where Tmtb* 
By Truths enllghten'd, and faHain'd, afford 
An arch-like, ilrong Foundation, to fupport 
Th' incumbent Weight of abfolute, complete 
CofiviSioH ; Here, the more w^ prefs, we ftand 
More Firm ; Who moil Examine moft Believe, 
Parts f likie Half-rfentences, confound ; the WMa 
Conveys the Sex^fe, and Goa is underHood ; 
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Who not in Fragments wdtes to Hohiaa Race : 
'Read hia whek Voltune, Sceptic ! then Reply. 

Thhy This, is Tbinkis^fru, a Thoi^ht that grafps^ 
Beyond a Grain, and looks beyond an Hour. 
Turn up thine Eye, furvey this Midnight Scene ;r 
What are Earth's Kxngdoms, to yon Jboondtefs Orbff > 
Of human Souls, one Day, the deiUn'd Range? 
And what yon ixmndleis Orbs, to Godlike Man F 
Thofe numerous Worlds that tiuong the Firmnnent^. 
And aik more Space in Heav'n, can roll at large 
In Man*8 capacious Thought, and ftill leare Roofi> 
For ampler OHbs ; for new Creations, There. 
Can yiicb a Soul contra6i itielf^ to gripe' 
A Point of no Dimenfion, of no Weight ? 
It can ; it does : The World is fuck a Point r 
Andy ofihai Point, how fmallvL Part enflaves ! 

How fmall a Part— of Nothingj ihall I fay ? 
Why not }'^Friendsy our f^ti^^rcafure ! How they drop I' 
XiUciA, Nauciss A fair, /Philander, gone !• 
The Grofvey like fiibl'd CerberuSy has op'd 
A triple Mouth ; and, in an aweful Voice,^ 
Loud calls my Soul, and utters All I iing. 
How the World falls to pieces round about us. 
And leaves us in a Ruin of our Joy ! 
What fays this Tran^ortntion of my Friends ? 
It bids me love the Place where mw they dwell^ 
And fcorn this wretched Spot,, they leave £> Poor. 
Eternity's vaft Orra» lies before thee ; 
There, There, Lor Eirzo ! thy Clarissa fails. 
Give thy Mind Sea-rooxxi ; keep it wide of Eartbf, 
I'hat Rock of Souls immortal:; cut thy Cord ; 
Weigh Anchor; fpread thy Sails ; call ey'ry Wind ; 
Eye thy Great PokyHar^i make the Land of Life. 

Two Kinds of Life has douhU-naUir'd Man, 
And Two of Death ;: the Lafi bx more fcxtt^. 

I 5 \^^ 
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Life animal is nurtured by the San ; 
Thrives on his Bounties, triumphs in his Beams* 
Life rational fubiifls on higher Food, 
Triumphant in His Beams, who made the Day. 
When we leave that Sun» and are left by tbis^ . 
(The Fate of all who die in ihibbom Guilt) 
*Tis utter Darknefs ; ftridly Double Death. 
We fink by no Judicial Stroke of Heaven, 
But Nature's Ceur/e ; as fure as Plumbets falL 
Since God, or Man, mud alter, ere they meet, 
(Since Light and Darknefs blend not in one Sphexe) 
^Tis manifeA, Lorenzo i ^who muft change. 

If, then, that Double Death fhould prove thy Lot, 
Blame not the Bowels of the Deity ; 
Man fhall be bleft, as far as Man permits. 
Not Man alone, all Rationalsy Heav'n arms 
With an Dluflrious, but Tremendous, PoweF 
To counter-ad Its own moil gracious Ends ; 
And this> of ftrift Neceffity, not Choice : 
That Pow'r deny'd, Men^ Angels^ were no more. 
But pafiive Engines, void of Praife, or Blame. 
A Nature Rational implies the Power 
Of being blefl, or wretched, as we pleaie ;. 
Elfe idle Reafon would have nought to do ; 
And he that would be barr'd Capacity 
Of Pain, courts Incapacity of Blifs. 
Heav'n nviUs our Happinefs, aUonvs our Doom ; 
Iwvites us ardently, but not compels ; 
Heav'n but per/uades^ Almighty Man decrees ; 
Man is the Maker of Immortal Fates. 
Man falls by Man, if finally He falls ; 
And fall He mufty who learns from Death alone. 
The dreadful Secret,— That he li^ves for Ever. 

Why This to thee ? Thee yet, perhaps, in Doubt 
Of Second Life V Ti>ax >?i\vRiefeie 4swfe\&i ftill ? . 
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Eternal Life is Nature's ardent Wifli : 

What ardently we wifh, we foon believe ; 

Thy tardy Faith declares that Wifh deftroy'd : 

What has deftroy'd it ?— Shall I tell thee, What \ 

When feared the Futurcy 'tis no longer wifht ; 

And, when Unwifht, we ftrrve to Difb^lievc. 

•* Thus Infidelity our Guilt hetn^s.** 

Nor that the file Detefiion^! Blufli, Lorenzo t 

Blufh for Hypocrify, if not for Guilt. 

The Futttre fear'dr-^zxi InfideU 4nd fear ? 

Fear what ? a Dretm ? a Fahle ^— How thy Dmtdy 

Vmwilling Evidence, and therefore Strongy 

Affords my Cavfe an undefign'd Support ? 

How Difielief2iSiTmSy what It denies? 

** A, unanjimresy ajferts Irnmcrtal Lifei^*-^^ 

Surpriiing ! Infidelity turns out 

A Creed J and a Confejfien of our Sins : 

Apoflates, thusy are Orthodox Divines. 

Lorenzo ! with LoRBNze ckfh no more r 
Nor longer a Tran/farent Vizor wear.. 
Think'fl Thou, Religion only has her Maik ? 
Our Infidels are Satan^s Hypocrites^ 
Pneteud the Woril, and, at the Bottom, fail. 
When vifited by Thought (Thought will intrude),, 
Like Him they ferve^ l^hey tremhU,. and believe^ 
Is there Hypocrify fo foul as This ^ 
So fatal to the Welfare of die World r 
What Deteflationy what Contempt y their Due ! 
And, if unpaid,, be thank'd for their Efca^e 
^bat Chriftian Candor they ftri*ve hjfrd to fcorn;. 
If not for that Afylum, diey. might find' 
A Hell' on Earth ; nor 'fcape a worfe BehPw. 

With Infolence, and Impotence of Thought, 
Inftead of racking Fancy, to refute^ 
Keform thy Manners^, and the TTu\]i\ cii}o>««-» 

L6 
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But fhall I dare confefs the dire Refult f 

Can thy prond Refl/tm brook fo black a Brand?. 

Prom furer Manners y to fubUmer. Fatth, 

Is Nature's unavoidable Afcent; 

An heneft'Dti'Bty. where the Gofpel fhines,. 

Matur'd to nobler, in the Chriftitin ends* . 

Whisn that bleft Change arrives, e'en caft a£d^ 

This Song faperfluous ; Life immfirtal ftrike8^. 

^^onvidion, in a Flood of Light Diinue, 

AChriftian dwells, like * Uriel, in the Son«. 

Meridian Eviiience puts Z>0«^. to Flight ; 

And ardent H$pe anticip8t«» the Skies. 

Qi thaf bijght Stxxk^ Lorenzo ! fcale the Sp^hcre;- 

*f\s eafy y It invites thee ; It defcends-. 

From Heav'n to wooe, and waft thee whence It came:: 

Bead and revere the Sacred Page ; a P^ige- 

'V^Tiere triumphs Ipunortality ; a Page . 

Which not the whole Crentwt.coviid prodsce ;.. 

Which not the Con^a^atitm. ftall deftroy ; . 

In N^tiire's {loins not one Letter loft : 

'Tis printed in the Mind of Gods forever.^ 

In proud Difdain of what e'en.God; adoiv, 
Doft fmile ?-r-Foor Wretch ! thy Guardiaji Angel weeps, 
jfngels, and Men^ affent to what I Ang ; . 
If Its fmile, and thank me for my Mtduighf .Dreasn. . 
How vicious Hearts fiim.CL Phrenfy to the Brain ! 
Parts pufh us on to Pride,, and Pride to Shame ; 
Pert Infidelity is mi's Cockade,. 
To grace the brazen Brow tlia( braves the Skies, 
By Lo/s of Beings dreadfully fccore. 
Lorenzo ! H thy Dodtrine wins the Day, 
And drivel my Dreams, defeated, from the Field ;•. 
^[Tbis is All, if Earth a final Scene, 
Take heed 5 ftand faft:; be far< to be a Knave ; 
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tA Knave in Graim !* ne'er deriate to /die RigMt ":: 
Shouldfl thott be Gwd^JHow infinitie thyr Lois ! 
Guilt only makes Annibihakn Gain* ' 
Bleft Scheme! which life deprives t£ Cmnfort^ Death: 
Of Hoffy and which V;cs onfyf reoommenda^ 
If b ; 'wheref . Infidels 1 your Bait thrown oat 
To catch weak Converts ? Where your lofty BoalL 
Qf Zeal for Virtvtr^. and of L^ve to Man t 
Annihilation I . I confefs^. in Thefe^, 

What can ReeUdm^^ ^ Dar& I hop^ pcofoond! 
ihikfqphers. the Converts of a S&ng ? 
Yet know,. /// * TitU flatters jrp», not me ; 
Yours be. the. Fraife to make my Title good ; . 
Mine, to blefs Heay'n,. and triumph in ytour Praift^. 
But fince fo P.eflileiitial?you£ Difeafe,^ 
Tho' fov'reign-^is the M^*cine I prefaibe>« 
As yet» ril neither. Tqjumph, nor Defpair : -. 
But hope, ere long, vKfh^dnight Drjdm will wake- 
Your Hearts,, and teach your ^(/^^W^to be wife :. 
For why fliould Souls Immortal, . made for Bliis, 
E'er.wiih (and wiflxin vain j) that Souls- could die i^: 
What ne'er tan die. Oh i grant to li'ut ; and crowit: 
The Wifh^ and Aim, and Labour of the Skiea;, 
Increafii and enter on the Joys of Heaven,:^. 
Thus ihaU my.Title pafs a /acred Seal^ 
Receive, an Imprimatinr ftom Above, 
While Angels fhouir-^v Infidtl I^laM d V 

To ck>fe, . LoRCN^so ! Spite of, all my Pains, . 
Still feems it firaoge, . that Thou ihouldft live far ever^' 
Is it Ufs ibange, that Thou ihouldil live at all f 
This is a Miracle ; and Thati no more. 
Who gave Beginnings can exclude an End. 
Deny Thou, art : Then, . doubt if Thou. Jhalt te. . 
A Miracle with Miracles inclos'd, 

• The Infi^ Red»ine&. . 
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Is Man : And flaits his Faith at what is Strange f 
V/hat lefs than Wonders, from the Wonderfid ^ 
What lefs than Miracles, from God, can flow ? 
Aimt a GOD— that Myftery Supreme ! 
That Caufe micaus'd ! All other Wonders ceafe ;: 
Nothing is Marvellous for Him to do ; 
Dewf ^Mf— all is Myftery beiides ; 
Millions of Myfleries \ Each Darker jBu*, 
Than That thy Wifiiom would, unwifely, fliun^ 
If 'wiak thy Faith, why chufe the Harder Side ? 
We nothing i/ro-xu, but what is Marvellous ^ 
Yet what is Marvellous, we can't heUe<ve» , 
So weak OKvrReafony and fb Great our Gop,. 
What moft furprifes in the Sacred Page, 
Or full as Strange, or Stranger, muft be True^ 
Faith is not Reafin*s Labour, but Repofe. 

To Faith, and Virtuty why fo backward, Man f 
From Hence : — The Pre/ent ftrongly ilrikcs us All ;; 
The Future, faintly : Can we, then, be MetL^ 
If Men, Lorenzo ! the Re*vcrfe is Right. 
Reafdtt is Man's Peculiar ; ^enfe, the Brute's- 
The Pre/ent is the Scanty Realm of Sen/e ;. 
The Future^ Reafon^^ Empire unconfin'd : 
On That expending all her Godlike Power, 
She Plans, Provides, Expatiates, Triumphs, there f 
There, builds her Bleffings ! There, expedb her Frai/c, 
And nothing afks of Fortune^ or of Men, 
And what is Reafon ? Be fhe, thus, defin'd-; 
Reafon is Upright Stature \n the Soul. 
Oh ! be a M^» j—and ftrive to be a God,. 

* * For what ? (Thou fayft) : To damp the Joys of Life r'* 
No ; to give Heart and Subftance to thy Joys. 
That Tyrant, Hope^ mark, how flie domineers ;. 
She bids us quit Realities,, for Dreams ; 
SsSety, and Peace, fot.ll?a.^s4v^«sA Maita \ 
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That Tyrant o'er the Tyrants of the Soul, 

She bids Amhition quit its taken Prize, 

Spurn the luxuriant Branch on which It fits, 

Tho' bearing Crowns, to fpring at difiant Game ; 

And plunge in Toils and Dangers — for Repofe. 

If Hope precarious, and of Things, when gain'd> 

Of Little Moment, and as Little Stay, 

Can fweeten Toils and Dangers into Joys ; 

What then. That Hope, which nothing can defeat,. 

Our Leave unafk'd ? Rich Hope of boundkfs Blifs L 

Bliis, paft Man\ Pow*r to paint it ; 7/Ws, to clofe ! 

This Hope is Earth's mofl eilimable Prize : 
This is Man's Portion, while no more than Man : 
Hofey of all Paflions, moil befriends us Here ; 
Pafiions of Prouder Name befriend us lefs. 
Joy has her Tears ; and Tran/port has her Death i 
HopBy like a Cordial, innocent, tho' fb'ong, 
Man's Heart, at once, in/piritSy and ferenes ; 
Nor makes him pay his Wifdom for his Joys : 
*Tis All, our prefent State can /afe/y bear, 
Health to the Frame ! and Vigour to the Mind l^ 
A Joy attemper'd ! a chaftis'd Delight ! 
Like the fair Summer-Ev'ning, mild, and fweet ! 
»Tis Man's ftdl Cup ; his Paradife Below L 

A bleft Hereafter, theuy or Hop'd, or Gain'd,. 
Is All ;«-Ottr Whole of HappineCs : Full Proof, 
I chofe no trivial or inglorious Theme. 
And know, ye Foes to Song ! (well-meaning Men,^ 
Tho' quite forgotten * Half your Bihteh Praife !) 
In^ortant Truths^ in fpite of Fer/ey may pleafe : 
Grave Minds you praife ; nor can you praife too much ; 
If there is Weight in an Ete&nity, 
Let the Grave Mea ;— and be graver iiill. 

* The poctkal Pku of it. 
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VIRTUE'S APOLOGY; 

OR, 

TJbe Mam ^ the World Anfwerei, 

la wbick are Coi>fid(Md> 

Tbe Love of This Life; 

72# AMszTioif*«ni Pleasure, with thi Wit 
and Wisdom, of the World. 



AND has all Nature, then, efpoosM my Part I 
Have I bnb'd Heav'n, and £arth» ta plead againft 
And is thy Sool Immortal? — ^What remains ? [thoe i 
Ally All, Lorenzo; Make Immortal, Bled. 
Unbleft Immortals ! What can ihock lis more ? 
And yet Lorenzo ftill affeds the World\ 
There, flows his Treafure ; Thence, his Title draws». 
Man of the World! (for fuch wouldft thou be call'd) 
And art thou proud of that inglorious Style X 
Proud of Reproach ? For a Reproach it njims^ 
In antient Days ; and Christian,^ — in an Age, 
When Men were Men, and not afham'd of Heaven», 
Fir'd their Ambition,, as it crown*d their Joy, 
Sprinkled with Dews from the Cafialiam-VosnU^ 
Fain would t re-baptize thee, and confer. 
A purer Spirit, and.a nobl^.N^uue,. 
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Thy fond Attachments fatal, and inflam'd. 
Point out my Path, and didiate to my Song : 
To Thee, the World how Fair! How llrongly ilrikes 
Jimhition ! and gay PUafure llrongcr ftill ! 
Thy Trii^e Banc ! the Triple Bolt, that lays' 
Thy Virtue dead 1 Be Thefi my Triple Theme ; 
Nor Ihall thy Wit or Wifdomy be forgot. 

Common the Theme ; not fo the Song ; if She 
My Song invokes, Urania, deigns to fmile. 
The Charm that chains us to the World, her Foe, 
If (he diflblves, the Man of Earth , at once. 
Starts from his Trance, and fighs for other Scenes j 
Scenes, where thefe Sparks of Night, thefe S/or/, ihill 
UnnumberM Suns (for all Things, as they are^ [fliine 
The Bleft behold) \ and, in one Glory, pour 
Their blended Blaze on Man's ailonifht Sight ; 
A Blaze,— the Icaft illuftrious Objeft Thtre. 

Lorenzo I iince Eternal \& at Hand, 
To fwallow 7V/«^'s Ambitions ; as the vafi 
Leviathan^ the Bubbles vain, that ride 
High on the foaming Billow ; what avail 
High Titles, high Defcent, Attainments high. 
If unattain'd our Higheft ^O Lorenzo! 
What lofty Thoughts, thefe Elements above, L 

What towering Hopes, what Sallies from the Sim» 
What grand Surveys of Deiliny divine. 
And pompous Prefage of unfathom'd Fate, 
Should roll in Bofoms, where a Spirit burnsy 
Bound for Eternity I In Bofoms read 
By Htniy who Foibles in Archangels fees ! 
On human Hearts He bends a jealous Eye, 
And marks, and in Heav'n's Regifter inrolls^ 
The Rife, and Progrcfs, of each Option there ; 
S.icred to Doomfday ! That the Page unfolds, 
And fpreads us xo Oc« 0«aft <il Qk^ ^svi Men, 
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And what an Option, O Lorenzo ! thine ? 
This World ! and Thi5, unrivall'd by the Skies ! 
A World, where Luft of PUafure^ Grandeury Gold, 
Three Damons that divide its Realms between them. 
With flrokes alternate buffet to and fro 
Man's reftlefs Heart, their Sport, their fi)ang Ball ; 
Till, with the giddy Circle, ficfc, and tir'd. 
It pants for Peace, and drops into Defpair. 
Such is the World Lorenzo (ets above 
That glorious Frmmfe Angels were efteem*d 
Too memi to 4>ring ; a Promiie, their Ador*d 
Defcended to communicate, and prefs. 
By Counfel, Miracle, Life, Death, on Man. 
Such is the World Lorenzo's Wifdom wooes. 
And on its thorny Pillow feeks Repofe ; 
A Pillow, which, Ukc Opiates ill-prepar'd. 
Intoxicates, but not compofeft ;. iilk 
The vifionary Mind with gay Chimeras, 
All the wild Trafli of Sleep, without the Reft ; 
What unfeigned Travel, and what Dreams of Joy ! 

How firail. Men, Things f 'How momentary. Both \ 
Fantaflic Chace, of Shadows hunting Shades ! 
The G^, the ^/^, equal, tho' unlike; 
Equal in Wifdom, differently wife»! 
Thro* flow'ry Meadows, and thro* dreary Waftc8> 
One Builling, and One Dancing, into Death. 
There's not a Day, but, to the Man of Thought^ 
Betrays fome Secret, that throws new Reproach 
On Life, and makes him iick of feeing more. 
The Scenes of Bus'ne/s tell us—" What are Men ;'* 
The Scenes of Plmfure^^^ What is all befide :" 
There^ Others we defpife ; and Herty Ourfelves. 
Amid i)/;^«/? eternal, dwells Delight? 
*Tis Affmbaiion ftrikes the String of Joy. 
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What wondrous Priic has kindled ihis Career, 
Sluns with che I>in, and cho^s tu with the Duft, 
On Life's gay Stage, ooe Inch above the Grave i 
The Pram/ ran 8p and down in queft of Eyes ; 
The Stn/aal, in purfgit of fomeching worfe : 
The Gra^c, of Gold, the Politict of Power ; 
And All, of other Butterflies, as vain ! 
As Eddies draw Tilings- frivolous, and light. 
How is Man's Heart by Vanity drawn in j 
On the fwift Circle of returning Toys, 
Whirl'd, Straw-like, round and round, and then in- 
Vhere gay DelufJun darkens to Defpair ! [gulph'd, 

•• This i! a herua, rrtui."— Is This a Track 
Should not be beaten ? Never beat enough. 
Till enough learnt the Truths it would inipire. 
Shall Truth be filent, becaufe Folly frawat f 
Turn the World's Hiftory ; what find we there. 
But Form i's Sports, or N'aiire'i cruel Claims, 
Or Woman'% Artifice, or Man's Revenge, 
And endlefs Inhumanities on Man ? 
Fame's Trumpet feldom founds, but, like the Koellr 
It brings bad Tidings ; How it hourly blows 
Man's Mifadventures round the lill'ning World 1 
Man is the Tale of narrative old 7ime ; 
Sad Tale ; which, high as Paradife begins ; 
As if, the Toil of Travel to delude, 
From Stage to Stage, in his eternal Roand^ 
The Oiy!, his Daughters, as they fpin our Hours 
On /"or/tfni'i Wheel, where Accident unthought 
Oft, in a Moment, fnaps Life's Ilrongeft Thready 
Each, in her Turn, fome Tragic Smry lelis. 
With, now-and-then, a wretched Farce between ; 
And fills his Chronicle with human Woes. 

TimCs Danghters, True as thofe of Men ; deceive us ; 
"HsK Oav, but puts fome Cheat on all Mankind ; 

While 
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While in their Father's Bofom, not yet Oitn, 

They flatter our fond Hopes ; and promife much 

Of Amiable; but hold hiia not o'er-iuife. 

Who dares to trufl them ; and laugh round the Yeai^ 

At ftilUconfiding, ftill-confounded, Man ; 

Confiding, tho' confounded ; hoping on. 

Untaught by Trial, unconvinc'd bj- Proof, 

And Ever-iooking for the Never-feen. 

Life to the laft, like harden'd Felons, lyes ; 

Nor owns itfelf a Cheat, till it expires. 

Jts little Joys go out by One and One, 

And leave poor Man, at length, in perfed Night ; 

Night darker, than what, aeif, involves the Pole. 

O THOU, who doft permit thefe nil to fall. 
For gracious Ends, and wouldft that Man ihould mourn ! 
O THOU, whofe Hands this goodly Fabric fram'd. 
Who know'ft it beft, and wouldft that Man ftionld know I 
What is this fublunary World ? A Vapour ; 
A Vapour ajl it hoJds ; itfelf, a Vapour, 
Prom the damp Bed of Chaos, by thy Beam 
Exhal'd, ordain'd to fwira its deiiin'd Hour 
In ambient Air, then melt, and difappear. 
EaTih'h Days arc numbei*d, nor remote her Doom j 
As Mortal, tho' lefs Tranfient, than her Sons ; 
Yet they doat on her, as the World and They 
Were both Eternal, Solid; THOU, a Dreaiju 

They doat, on What f Immarlal Vlev}i apart, 
A Region of OutfiJes ! a Land of Shadow's ! 
A fruitful Field of flow'ry Promifes ! 
A Wildernefs of Joys ! ptrplcxE with Doubts, 
And iliarp with Thorns ! A troubled Oam, fpread 
Witli bold Adventnrers, their All on Board ; 
No fccond Hope, if lierc their Fortune frowns j 
Frown foon it muft. Of various Rates they fail. 
Of Eufigns variaos ; All alike in Thll(* 



190 STit^ Complaint. Night 

All refUefsy anxious ; toft with Hopes and Ffcars, 
In calmeft Skies ; obnoxious All to Storm ! 
And ftormy the moft gen'ral Blaft of Life : 
M bound for Happinefs ; yet Few provide 
The Chart of Knowlege^ pointing where it lies ; 
Or nrtue*& Helm, to ihape the Courfe defign'd : 
All, more or lefs, capricious Fate lament. 
Now lifted by the Tide, and now reforb*d. 
And farther from their Wifhes, than before : 
All, more or lefs, againft each other dafli. 
To mutual Hurt, by Gufts of Paflion driven. 
And fufF'ring more from Folly, than from Fate. 

Ocean ! Thou dreadful and tumultuous Home 
Of Dangers, at eternal War with Man ! 
Duuh*s Capital, where moft he domineers. 
With all his chofen Terrors frowning round, 
(Tho' lately feafted high at * Albion's Coft) 
Wide op'ning, and loud-roaring ftill for more ! 
Too faithful Mirror ! how doft thou reflect 
The melancholy Face of human Life ! 
T'he ftrong Relemblange tempts me farther ftill ; 
And, haply, Britain may be deeper ftnick 
By moral Truth, in fuch a Mirrpr feen. 
Which Nature holds for ever at her Erye* 

Self-flatter'd, unexperienc'd, high in Hope, 
When Toung, with fanguine Chear, and Streamers gay. 
We cut our Cable, launch into tlie World, 
And fondly dream each Wind and Star our Friend ; 
All, in fome darling Enterprize embarkt ; 
But where is he can fathom its Event } 
Amid a Multitude of artlefs Hands, 
Ruin*s fure Perquifite ! her lawful Prize ! 
Some fteer aright ; but the black Blaft blows hard 
And puffs them wide of Hope : With Hearts of Proof, 
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Full againft Wind and Tide, fome win their Way ; 
And when ftrong EiFort has deferv'd the Port, 
And tugg'd it into View, 'tis won ! ^tis loft ! 
Tho* ftrong their Oar, ftill ftronger is their Fate : 
They ftrike 5 and, while they Triumph, they Expire* 
In Strefs of Weather, Moft ; Seme fink outright ; 
O'er them, and o'er their Names, the Billows clofe ; 
To-morrow knows not they were ever Born. 
Others a ihort Memorial leave behind. 
Like a Flag floating, when the Bark's ingulph'd ; 
It floats a Moment, and is feen no more : 
One Cjesar lives ; a Thoufand are forgo t. 
How Few, beneath aufpicious Planets bom, 
(Darlings of Providence ! fond Fate's Eled !) 
With fwelling Sails make good the promis'd Port, 
With all their Wiflies freighted ! Yet ev'n Thefe, 
Freighted with all their Wiflies, • foon complain ; 
Free from Misfortune, not from I^ature free. 
They ftill are Men ; and when is Man fecure ? 
As fatal Time^ as Storm ! the Rufti of Years 
Beats down their Strength j their numberlefs E'fc^es 
In Ruin end : And, now, their proud Succefs 
But plants new Terrors on the Vidlor's Brow : 
What Pain to quit the World, jnft made their own. 
Their Neft fo deeply down'd, and built fo high ! 
Too low they build, who build beneath the S^s. 

Woe then apart (if Woe apart can be 
From mortal Man), and Fortune at our Nod, 
The Gay! Rich! Great! Triumphant! and Auguft! 
What are they ? — The moft happy (ftrangc to fay !) 
Convince me moft of human Mifery ; 
What are they ? Smiling Wretches of To-morrow ! 
More wretched, then^ than e'er their Slave eanht\ 
Their treach'rous Bleflings, at the Day of Need, 
Like other foithlefs Friends, unmaiky and fting: 
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Tbeny what provoking Indigence in Wealth! 
What aggravated Impotence in Power ! 
High Titles, then, what Infult of their P^ \ 
If that fole Anchor, equal to the Waves, 
Immortal Hopt / defies not the rude Storm, 
Takes Comfort from the foaming Billow's Rage, 
And makes a welcome Harbour of the Tomb, 

Is this a Sietth of what thy Soul admires ? 
** But here (thou fayft) the Miferies of Life 
" Are huddled in a Group. A more diftind 
*• Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better Newt,** 
Look on Life's Stages : They ipeak plainer ftill ; 
The plainer They, the deeper wilt Thou ligh* 
Look on thy lovely Boy ; in him behold 
The Beft that can befal the beH on Earth ; 
The Boy has Virtue by his M^thir*^ Side : 
Yes, on Florrllo look : A Father*s Heart 
Is tender, tho' the Man's is made of Stone ; 
The Truth, thro' fuch a Medium feen, may make 
Jmpreffion deep, and Fondnefs prove thy Friend. 

Florello lately caA on this rude Coaft 
A helplefs Infant ; new a heedlefs Child ; 
To poor Clarissa's Throes, thy Care fucceeds; 
Care full of I^ove, and yet fevere as Hate ! 
0*cr thy Soul's Joy how oft thy Fondnefs frowns ! 
Needful Aufterities his Will reflrain ; 
As Thorns fence in the tender Plant from Harm. 
As yet, his Reafon cannot go alone ; 
But afks a flerner Nurfe to lead it on. 
His little Heart is often terrify'd ; 
The Blufh of Morning, in his Cheek, turns pale ; 
Its pearly Dew-drop trembles in his Eye ; 
1 lis harmlefs Eye ! and drowns an Angel there. 
i\h ! what avails his Innocence ? The Talk 
Jnjoin'd muft difcipViRe \vv& caiVj "^o^^^ ^-^ 
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iHe learns to figh, ere he is known to fin ; 

•Guiltlefs, and fad ! A Wretch before the Fall ! 

.How cruel this 1 More cruel to forbear. 

Our Nature fuch^ with neceffary Pains, 
We purchafe Profpeds oi precarious Peace : 
Tho' not 9L.Fat/^^ This might fteal a Sigh, 

Suppofe him difciplin?d aright (if not, 
'Twill fink our, poor Account to poorer flill)-^ 
Ripe from the Tutor, proud of Liberty, 
fie -Jeaps In^lofure, bounds into the World ; 
The World is taken, after Ten Years Toil, 
Like antient Troy ; and all its Joys his own. 
Alas ! the World's a Tutor more fevcre ; 
Its Lefibns hard, and ill dcfefve his Pains ; 
Unteaching All his virtuous Nature taught. 
Or Books (fair Virtue's Advocates !) infpir'd. 

For who receives him into public Life ? 
Men of the WorU^ die Terrae-filial Breed, 
Welcome the modeft Stranger to their Sphere, 
(Which glitter'd long, at Diftaxice, in his Sight) ' 
And, in their hofpitable Arms, inclofe : 
Men, who think nought fo ftrong of the Romance^ 
.So rank JfCnight-errant, as a Real Friend : 
Men, that a£l up to Reafonh Golden Rule, 
All Weakncfs of AffeSiion quite fubdu'd : 
Men, 'that would blufii at \iex[i% thought fincere, 
Jind feign, for Glory, the /fw Faults they wants . 
That love a Lye, where Truth would pay as well j 
Als if, to Them, Vke ihone her own Reward. 

Lorenzo ! canfl thou bear a (hocking Sight? 
J^uch^ for Florello's Sake, 'twill now appear: 
See, Ae fteel'd Files of feafon'd Veterans, 
Train'd to the World, in bumifli'd Falfhood bright T 
Peep in the fatal Stratagems of Peace ; 
Ail .fgft Senfatioa, in the Throng, rubb'd q{l \ 
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All their keen Purpofe, in Polltenefs, iheath*d ; 
His Friend* etcmd— during Intereft ; 
His Foes implacable — when worth their while ; 
At War with ev'ry Welfare, bnt their own ; 
As wife as Lucifer ; and half as good; 
And by whom none, but Lvcipkr, can gain- 
Naked, thro' Thefe (fo common Fate ordains)^ 
Naked of Heart, his cruel Courie he mas. 
Stung out of All, mod amiable in Life, 
PromptTruth, and open Thought, and Smiles imfdgnM; 
Affection, as his Species, wide diffns'd ; 
Noble Prefumptions to Mankind's Renown ; 
Ingenuous Truft, and Confidence of Love. 

Thefe Claims to Joy (if Mortals Joy might claim) 
Will coll him many a Sigh ; till Time, and Pains, 
From the flow Mifbrcfs of this School, Experience^ 
And her Affiftant, paufing, pale, Diftrufty 
Purchafe a dear-bought Clue to lead his Yonth 
Thro' ferpentine Obliquities of Life, 
And the dark Labyrinth of human Hearts. 
And happy ! if the Clue fhall come fo cheap ; 
For, while we learn to fence with Public Guilt, 
Full oft we feel its foul Contagion too. 
If lefs than heav'nly Virtue is our Guard. 
Thus, a flrange Kind of curil Necelfity 
Brings down the flerling Temper of his Soul, 
By bafe Alloy, to bear the Current Stamp, 
Beltnv call'd Wifdom ; finks him into Safety ; 
And brands him into Credit with the World \ 
Where fpecious Titles dignify Difgrace ; 
And Nature's Injuries are Arts of Life j 
Where brighter Reafon prompts to bolder Crimes ; 
And Heav'nly Talents make Infernal Hearts ; 
That unfurmountable Extreme of Guilt ! 

I Poor 



Poor Machiavel ! who laboor'd hard his Plan, 
Forgot, that Genius need not go to School ; 
Forgot, that Man, without a Tutor wiie. 
His Plan had pra£tis'd9 long before 'twas writ. 
The World'^ all Title-page^ there's no Contetas ; 
The World's all Face ; the Man who ihews his Hearty 
Is whooted for his Nudities, and fcom'd. 
A Man I knew» who liv'd upon a Smile ; 
And well it fbd him ; he look'd plump and fair ; 
While rankeA Venom foam'd thro' every Vein* 
Lorenzo ! wliat I tell thee, take not ill! 
Living, he fawn'd on cv'ry Fool alive ; 
And, Dying, curs'd the Friend on whom he liv'd. 
To fuch Proficients thou art half a Saint. 
In foreign Realms (for thou hail travell'd far) 
How curious to contemplate two State-Rooks, 
-Studious their Nefts to feather in a Trice, 
With all the Necromantics of their Art, 
Playing the Game of Faces on each other^ 
Making Court Sweet-meats of their latelit Gall, 
In foolifh Hope, to Heal each other's Truft ; 
Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv'd ; 
And, fometimes, both (let Earth rejoice) undone i 
Their Parts we doubt not ; but be That their Shame $ 
Shall Men of Talents, fit* to rule Mankind, 
•Stoop to mean Wiles, that would diigrace a Fool ^ 
And lofe the Thanks of thofe few Friends they fenre ? 
For who can thank the Man, he cannot /^f? 

Why {o much Cover ? It defeats itfelf. 
Ye, that know all Things ! know ye not. Mens Hearts 
Are therefore known, hecaufe they are conceal'd ? 
For why conceal'd ? — The Caufe they need not tell. 
I give hinv Joy, that's aukward at a Lye ; 
AVhofe feeble Nature Truth keeps ftiU in Awe ; 
His Incapacity is his Renown. 

K 2 '^^^ 
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*Tis Great, 'tis Manly, to difdain Di/gmfi ; 
It fliews our Spirit, or it proves our Streng;th. 
Thou fay 'ft, 'Tis nctdful: Is it therefore right? 
Howe'er, 1 grant it fome fmall Sign of Grace, 
To Itraia at an Excufe : And wouldft thou then 
Efcajpe that cruel Ketd? Thou may 'A, with Eafe^ 
Think no Poft needful that demands a Knave. 
When late our Civil Helm was ihifting Hands, 
So P thought : I'hink belter, if you can. 

But This, how rare ! the public Path of Life 
Is dirty : — Yet, allow that Dirt its Due, 
It makes the Noble Mind more noble ilill : 
The World's no Neuter ; it will wound, or (ave ; 
Our Virtue quench, or IndignatJLon fixe. 
Tou fay ; the World, weU-known^ will make a hlan: 
The World, well-known, will give our Hearts toHeaveii« 
Or make us Dajnonsy long before we Die. 

To Ihcw how fair the World, thy Miftrefs, fhines, 
Take either Part, fure His .attend the Choice ; 
Sure, tho' jiot equal. Detriment enfues.. 
Not Virtue^z Self is Deify'd on Earth ; 
I'^irtue has her Relapfes, Conili6ls, Foes ; 
Koes, that ne'er fail to make her feel their Hate. 
Virtue has her peculiar Set of Pains. 
True ; Friends to Virtue, lajl^ and leaft^ complain ; ' 
jjut if Thev Sigh, can Others hope to Smile ? 
\i Wifdom has her Miferies to mourn. 
How can poor Folly lead a happy Life ? 
And if Both fuffer, what has Earth to boaft. 
Where he moft Happy, who the leaft Laments ? 
Where muchy much Patience, tJie moft envy'd State 
And fome Forgivenefs, needs, the beft of Friends ? 
For Friend, or happy Life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither Ihall he find the Shadow herc^ 

1 The 
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Tke World'is fworn Advocate, without a Fee, 

toRENZO finartiy, with a Smile, replies; 

^ Thus far thy Song is right ; and All muft own^ 

Virtue has her peculiar Set of Pains. — 

And; Joys peculiar who to Vice denies ? 
*•• If .Vice it is, withf Nature to comply : 
** If Pride ^ and Senfiy are fo predominant, 
*^ To check J not overcome j them, makes a Saint, 
** Cati Nature in a plaimer Voice proclaim 
« Plea/ure, and Gtovjy the Chief Gocid of Man ?^ 

Can Pridey and Benfualityj rtjbice ? . 
From Purity of Thought, all Pleafure fprings ; 
And, from an humble Spirit, all our Peace, 
Jmbitiofiy Pleafure ! let us talk of Thefe-: 
OfThefe, the Porch, and Academy, talkM ;* 
Of Thefe, each^ following Age had much to iay ; 
Yet unexhaufted, ftill, the needful Theme. 
Who talk9 of Thefty td Mankind all at once 
He talks % (bv where the Saint from either free ? 
Are thefe thy Refuge f— No ; Thefe rufti upon thee y^ 
Thy Vitals fcize, and, Fu/tur-likc, devour: 
I'll try, if I can pluck thee from thy Rock, 
J^ROMETHEus I from this barren Ball of Earth ;. 
fi.Reafon- can undudn t^ee, thou art free. 

And, firH, thy Caucqfiis, Ambition calls f 
Mountain of Torments ! Eminence of Woes ! 
Of courted Woes ! and courted thro' Miftake ! 
Tis not Anvbition charms thee ; "'tis a Cheat 
Will make thee flart,, as i?— -^~ at his Mo^r. 
Doit grafp at Greatnefs ? Firft, know what it is : 
Think'il thou thy Greatneis in Diftfnaion lies ? 
Not in the Feather, wave it e'er fo high. 
By Fortune /tff/-, to mark us from the Throng, 
Is. Glory lodg'd : 'Tis lodg'd in the Reverfe ;- 
In that which joins, in that whick ^crai^, ^^ 
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Tlie Monarch, and his Slave ;— *' A Deathlds Sod, 

*' Unbounded ProfpeAy and Immortal Kin, 

*' A Father God, and Brothers in the Skies ;" 

Elder, indeed, in Time ; but lefs remote 

In Excellence, perhaps, than thought by Man ; 

Why greater What can Fall, than What can Rife ? 

If (till delirious, now» Lorenzo! go; 
And with thy full-blown Brothers of the Worlds 
Throw Scorn around thee ; caft it on thy Slaves ; 
Thy Slaves, and Equals : How Scorn caft on Them 
Rebounds on Theei If Man iA mean, as Man» 
Art thou a God ? If Fortune makes him ib. 
Beware the Confequence : A Maxim That» 
Which draws a monftrous Figure of Mankind^ 
Where, in the Drapery^ the Mam is loft ; 
Externals flutt'ring, and ^e Soul forgot. ., 

Thy greatefl Glory, when difpos'd to boaft, 
Boaft not aloud^ i^ which .thy Sierviats Ihane. 

We wifely ftrip the Steed we mean to buy : 
Judge we, in their Caparifons, of Men T 
It nought avails thee, Where^ but Wbat^ tfaon art ; 
All the Diftindlions of this little Life 
Are qu^te Cutaneous, foreign to the Man. [cnqp 

When, thro' Death's 8 freights. Earth* h fubtle Serpent 
Which wriggle into Wealth, or climb Renown,, 
As crooked Satan the Forbidden Tree, 
They leave their party-colour*d Robe behind^ 
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft 
Their brazen Crefts, and hiis at us below. 
Of Fortune's Fucus ttrip them, yet alive ; 
Strip them of Body, too ; nay, clofer ftill^ 
Away with all, but Moraly in their Minds ; 
And let, what then remains, impofc their Name, 
Pronounce them Weak, or Worthy ; Great, or Mean. 
How mean that Snuff of Glory Fortune lights. 

An 



And Death puts out ! Dofl Thou demand a Teft, 
A Tell, at once^ infallible, and ihort. 
Of real Greatnefs ? That Man Greatly lives, 
Whate'er his Fate, or Fame^ who Greatly dies ; 
High-flufh'd with Hope, where Heroes fhall defpair. 
If Tbii a true Criterion^ Many Courts, 
Illuflrious, might afford but few Grandees. 

Th* Almighty, from his Throne, on Earth furveys 
Nought Greater, than an Honeft, Humble Heart ; 
An Humble Heart, His Reiidence ! pronounced 
His fecottd Seat ; and Rival to the Skies» 
The private Path, the iecret Ads of Menr, 
If noble, far the nobleft of our Lives ! 
How far above Lorenzo's Glory fits 
Th' illuftriotts Ma^r of a Name unknotwn ; 
Whofe Worth unrivalPd, and unwitnefs'd, loves 
Life's facred Shades, where Gods converie with Men ; 
And Peau,, beycAvd the World's Conception, fmiles ! 
As Thou ! (now dark), before we part, fhalt fee. 

But thy Great Sobl this Jkidking Glory fcoms. 
LoRSNKo's fick, but when Lorenzo's (een ; 
And, wheft he ihmgs at public Bus'neis, lyes. 
Deny'd the public Eye, the public Voice, 
As if he liv'd en others Breath, he dies. 
Fain would he make the World his Pedeflal ; 
Mankind the Gazers, the ible Figure, He. 
Knows he, diat Mankind praxie againft dieir Will, 
And mix as much Detraction as they can ? 
Knows he, that faithlefs Fame her Whifper has. 
As well as Trumpet ? That his Vanity 
Is fo much tickled from not hearing All? 
Knows this All Knower, that from Itch of Pnufe> 
Or, from an Itch more fordid, tirhen he fhines. 
Taking his Country by Five-hundred Ears, 
Senates at once admire him, land defpife, 
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With mode ft Laughter lining load- Applanfe,. 

Which makes the Smile mere mortal to his Fame-f 

His Fame,, which (like the mighty Casar), crown'^ 

With Laurels, in full Senate, greatly falls. 

By. fceming Friends, that honour, and deflroy; 

We rife in Glory, as we fink ui P'ide : 

Where boaliing ends, there Dignity begins : 

And yet, Millaken beyond all Millake, 

The blind Lorenzo'^ proud — of being Proud ;; 

And dreams himfelf Afcending in his Fall. 

An Imminence, tho' fanfy'd, turns the Brain ;- 
All Vice wants Hellebore ; but of all Vice, 
Fride loudeft calls, and for the largeft Bowl ; 

Becaufe, all other Vice unlike, it flies. 
In FaSi^ the Point, in Fancy moft- purfu'd. 

Wiio court Applaufe, oblige the World in this % 

They gratify Man's Pafiion to refufe^ 

Superior Honour, when a£Md^ is loft ; 

£v'n Good Men turn Banditti^ and rejoiccf. 

Like Kouli-Kan, in Plunder of the Proud. 
Tho' fomewhat difconcerted, fleady ftill 

To tlie World's Caufe, with half a Face of Joy,. 

Lorenzo cries—" Be, then, Ambition caft ; 

" Ambition's Dearer far ftands unimpeach'd, 

•* Gay FUqfure ! Proud Ambition is her Slave ;, 

** For Her, he foars at Greats and hazards ///; 

** For Her, he fights, and bleeds, or overcomes ; 

** And paves his Way, with Crowns, to reach Her Smile r 

*' V/ho can refift her Charms?"— Or,^W</;' LorenzoI 

What Mortal fhall refift,. where Angels yield ? 

Fhafure^s the Miftrefs of Ethereal Powers ; 

For her contend the rival Gods above ; 

Plea/ure*^ the Miftrefs of the World below y 

And well it is for Man, that Plea/ure charms ; 

How would All ftagnate, but for Plea/urc*% Ray ! 

How 
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How would the frozen Stream of A£Uon ceafe ! 
What is the Pulfe of this fo bufy. World ? 
The Love' of PJeafure : That, thro' ev'ry Vein, 
Throws Motion, Warmth ; and fhuts out Death fromi 

Tho' vaiious are the Tempers of Mankind, [Life*. 

Pleafureh gay Family holds All in Chains : 
Some mofl afFedt the Black ; and fome, the Fair ; 
Some Honefl Pleafure. court ; and ibme, obfcene. 
Pleafures ohfcene ar^ various,' as the Throng 
Of Paffions, that can m- in Human Hearts ; 
Miftake their Obj.e£l^, . or tranlgrels their Bounds. 
Think you there's but one Whoredom ? Whoredom, All,. 
But when our i?f<7/J;7 licenfes Delight.. 
Doil doubt, Lorenzo?. Thou fhalt doubt no more*- ' 
Thy Father, chides thy Gallantries ! yet hugs 
An ugly, comnion Harlot, in the Dark; 
A rank Adulterer with others Goldy 
And that Hag, Vengeanciy in a Corner, charnis,. 
//iz/r^^^ Tier. Brothel has, as well as Love, 
MTiere horrid Epicures debauch in Blood. 
Whatever, the Motive, Pleafure is the Mark : . 
For Her,' the black Aflaflin draws his Sword ; 
For Her, dark Statefmen trim their Midnight Lamp,, 
To which no yr»g-/p "Sacrifice may fall; 
For Her, the Saint abftains ; the Mifer ftarves ; 
The Stoic proud, for Pleafure, Pleafure fcorn'd ; 
For Her, Afflidion\ Daughters Grief indulge. 
And find, or hope, a Luxury in Tears ;. 
For Her, Guilt, Shame, Toil, . Danger, we ^'^iyyi 
And, with an Aim 'voluptuous^ ruih on 'Death. 
Thus u^vcrfal her defpotic Power. 

And as her Empire wide, her Praifc is jufl. 
Patron of Pleafure ! Doater on Delight ! 
L am thy Rival ; Pleafure I profefs ; 
Pleafure the Purpoft of my gloomy Song; 
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Pleafitre is noaght but Virtae's gayer Name ; 
I wrong her ftill, I rate her Worth too low j 
Virtue the Root, and Pleafure is the Flower ; 
And honeft Epicvrvs' Foes were Fools. 

But this founds harih, and gives the Wifi Offence 
If o'erfbain'd Wildom ftill retains the Nam<. 
How knits Aufterity her cloudy Brow, 
And blames* as bold, and hazardous, the Fraift^ 
Of Plea/ure^ to Mankind, rniprm/J^ too dear I 
Ye modem ^Hia I hear my (oft Reply ; 
Their Senfes Men 'will trail : We can't impoie ; 
Or, if we could, is ImpoAtion right ? 
Own Homy Sivect ; but, owning, add this Sting ^ 
** When mixt with Foifon, it is deadly too." 
Truth never was indebted to a Lye. 
Is nought but Virtue to be prais'd, as Good ? 
Why then is Health preferred before Difeafe ? 
What Nature loves is Good, without §ur Leave. 
And where no future Drawback cries, '* Bewart ;" 
Pleafitre^ tho' not from Virtue, Jhould prevail. 
' Tis Balm to Life, and Gratitude to Heaven ; 
How cold our Thanks for Bounties unenjoy'd ! 
The Love of Pleafitre is Man's Eldeft-bcrn, 
Born in his Cradle, living to his Tomb ; 
IVifiiomy \itx younger ^x^tTi tho' vaox^ gratje^. 
Was meant to minifter^ ai\d not to mar, 
Lnperial Pleafitre, Queen of human Hearts. 

Lorenzo ! Thou her Majefty's renown 'd, 
Tho' uncoift, Counfel, learned in the World f 
Who think'ft thyfelf a Murray, with Difdain 
May'ft look on me. Yet, my Demosthenes! 
Can ft thou plead Pleafitre* ^ Caufe as well as I ? 
Know'll thou her Nature, Purpofiy Parentage? 
Attend my Song, and thou fhalt know them all ; 
And know Thyfelf ; and know thyfelf to he 

(Stn 
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(Strange Truth !) the moil abftemioas Man alive. 
Tell not Calista ; (he will laagh thee dead ; 

Or fend thee to her Hermitage with L ■ : 

Abfurd Prefumption ! Thon, who never knew'ft 
A fecious Thought ! ihalt thou dare dream of Joyi 
No Man e'er fbui^d a taf/y Life by Chance ; 
Or yawn'd it into Being, with a Wifh ; 
Or, with the Snout of grov'ling ud^/r///^. 
E'er fmelt it out, and grubb'd it from the Dirt* 
An Art it is, and muft be learnt ; and learnt 
With unremitting Effort, or be loft ; 
And leaves us perfed Blockheads, in our Blifs. 
The Clouds may drop down Titles and Eflates % 
IVealth may feek Us ; but Wifdom muft be Sought ; 
Sought before All ; but (how unlike All elfe 
We feek on Earth !) 'tis never ibught in vain. 

Firft, PJea/ure's Birth, Rife, Strength, and Grandeur^ 
Brought forth by JFt/donty nurft by Di/ciphne^ [fee : 

By Patience taught, by Per/evtreata crown'd^ 
She rears her Head majeftic ; round her Throne^ 
Ereded in die Bofom of the. Juft, 
Each Virtue, lifted, forms her manly Guard. 
For what are Virtues F (Fonnidablq Name !) 
What, but the Fountain, or Defence, of Joy ? 
Why, then, commanded ? Need Mankind Commandst 
At once to merity and to makt^ their Blifs ?«— 
Great Legiflator ! Scarce fb Great, as Kind I 
If Men are rational, and love Delight, 
Thy gracious Law but flatters human Choice; 
In the Tranfgreffiott lies the Penalty ; 
And they the moft indulge,, who moft obey* 

Of Pliafitrty next, the final Cauie explore y 
Its m^hty Purpojky its important End. 
Not to turn Human Brutal, but to build . 
Divine on Uuman^ Pki^kn came iGrom Heaveft* 
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In Aid to Reafm was the Goddefs (entf 

To call up all its Strength by fuch a Charm.. 

Fleafurty firft, fuccours Firtue ; in Retnm, 

Firtue gives Pkafure an eternal Reiga. 

What, but the Pleafure of Food, Friend(hip> Futh,. 

Supports Life Nat^rai^ Cifuih and DiviHcP 

'Tis from the Pleafure of Repaft, we live ; 

''Tis fri)m the Pleafure of Applaufe, we plcafe ; 

*Tis from the Pleafure of Belief, we pray 

(All Pray V would ceafe, if unbeliev'd the Prize) : 

It ferves eurfelves, our Species, and our God ; 

And to icrve more, is paft the Sphere of Man. 

Glide, then, for ever, Pleafure's facred Stream ! 

Through E^en, as Euphrates ran. It runs. 

And fofters ev'ry Growth of Happy Life ;• 

Makes a new Eden where it flows — bat fudr 

As muft be loil, Lorenzo !' by thy Fall; 

" What mem I hy thy /?<ii//»"— Thou'lt (hortly fee,. 
While Pleafure's Nature is at large difplay*d ;- 
Already fung her Otriginy and Ends* 
Thofc glorious Ends, by Kind, or by Degree, 
When Plee^fure violates, 'tis then a Vice, 
And Vengeance too ; it haftens into Pain. 
From due Refreshment, Life, Health, Reafon, Joy ;■ 
|<rom wild Excefs, Pain, Grief, Diftra6lion, De^ ;: 
Heav'n's Juflice this proclaims, and that her Love.. 
What greater Evil can I wifh my Foe, 
Than his full Draught of Pleafure, from a Caik. 
UnbroachM hy juft Juthorityi, ungaug'd^ 
By Temperance, by. Reafon unrefin'd ?► 
A thoufand Dxmons lurk within the Leov 
Heav'n, Others, and.Onrfelves ! Uninjur'd Thtfe^. 
Drink deep ; the deeper,, then, the more Divine ;: 
Angels are Angds from Indulgence there ; 
Tis unrej^enting Pleafure makes a God. . 
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Doft think thyfelf a God from other Joys ? 
A Vidlim rather ! fliortly fore to bleed. 
The Wrong muji mourn : Gan Heav'n's Appointments 
Can Man outwit Omnipotence ? ftrike out [fait? 

A Self-wrought Happinefs unmeant by IL'm 
Who made Us, and the World we would enjoy ? 
Who forms an Inftrument, ordains from whence 
Its DiiTonance, or Harmony, Ihall rife. 
Heav'n bid the Soul this mortal Frame infpire ; 
Bid Virtue's I^ay divine infpire the Soul 
With un precarious Flows of vital Joy ; 
Andy without Breathing, Man as well might hope 
For Life, as, without Piety, for Peace. 

** h Fhtue, then, and Piety the fame ?'*— 
No ; Piety is more ; 'tis- Virtue's Source ;. 

Mother of ev'ry Worth, . as That of Joy. 

Men of the IForidihis Dodrine ill digcft ; 

They fmile at Piety ; yet boaft aloud 

Good-^Il to Men ; nor know they ftrive to part 

What Nature joiiis ; and thus confute Themfelves*. 

With Piety begins all Good on Earth ; 

'Tis the £rfl-bom of Rationality. 

Con/cience^ her firil Law broken, wounded lies ; 

Enfeebled, Lifelefs, Impotent to Good ^ 

A ftign'd Affection bounds her ntmoft .Power. 

Some we can't love, but for th' Almighty's Sake %. 

A Foe to God was ne'er true Friend to Man^:. 

Some fihifter Intent taints all he does ; 

And, in his Kindefl Anions, he's Unkind. 
On Piety, Humanity is built ; 

And, on Humanity, much Happinefs ; 

And yet ftill more on Piety itfelf. 

A Soul in Commerce with her God, is Heaven ;, 

Feels not the Tumults and the Shocks of Life ; 

Thfi WUrk of'FaffioM, and the Stroke of Heart. 
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A Deity belicvM, is Joy begim ; 

A Deity ador'd, is Joy advanced ; 

A Deity belov'd^ is Joy mator'd. 

Each Branch of Piety Delight infpires ; 

Faitlf builds a Bridge from this World to the Next, 

O'er Death's dark Gulph, and all its Horror hides ^ 

Prai/ty the fwcet Exhalation of our Joy, 

That Joy exalts, and makes it fweeter dill ; 

Prayer ardent opens Heav'n, lets down a Stream 

Of Glory on the confecrated Hour 

Of Man, in Audience with the Deity. 

Who worfhips the Great Ged, that Inftant joins 

The Firfl in Heay'n, and fets his Fcot on Hell. 

Lorenzo ! when waft Thou at Church hefmtf 
Thou think'll the Ser\4ce Long : But is it Jnft ? 
Tho' Jufl, Unwelcome : Thou hadft rather tread 
Unhallow'd Ground ; the Mufe, to win thine Ear, 
Muft take an Air lefs Solemn. She coimplies. 
Qood Con/cience ! at the Soand the World rctLres s 
Verfe difafTefts it, and Lorenzo fmiles; 
Yet has fhe her Seraglio full of Charms ; 
And fuch as A%^ fhall Heighten, not Impair. 
Art thou dejefted ? Is thy Mind o'ercaft ? 
Amid her Fair Ones, thcu the Faireft chufe. 
To chafe thy Gloom. — •• Go, fix fome weighty 7>M/i^,; 
'' Chain down fome PaJpQn\ do hmit generous Goddi 
«* Teach IgncraJtce to fee, or Grief to fmile ; 
** Corredl thy Friend -y befriend thy grcateft Feei 
*< Or, with warm Heart, and Confidence divine, 
^ Spring up, and lay flrong Hold on Him who made 
Thy Gloom is fcatter'd, fprightly Spirits flow; [Thee."- 
Tho' withered is thy Vine,, and Harp unftrung. 

Doft call the Bowl, the Viol, and the Dance, 
Loud Mirth, mad Laughter? Wretched Comforters! 
Pliyficians ! more than Half of thy Difcafe* 

Laugbterr 
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Laughter^ tho' never ccnfur'd yet as Sin, 
(Pardon a Thought that only /ems fevere) 

.Is )ialf-immortal : Is it much indulged ? 

By venting Spleen, or diffipating Thought,, 

It (hews z.ScoKuer^ or it makes a FqoI\ 

And fins, as hurting Others, or Ourfelves. 

'Tis Pridey or Emptinefs^ applies the Straw, 

That tickles Littk Minds to Mirth efFufc ;: 

Of Grief approaching^ the portentousu Sign ! 

The Houfe of Ijiaughter malf:e& a Houfe of Woe. 

A Man triumphant \^ a MonArpus Sight; 

A Man dqeQed is a Sight as Mean. 

What Caufe for Triumph^, where fuch Ills abound f 

' What for DqeBiBn^ where prefides a Fower,- 
Who caird u& into Being to be Bleft ? 
So grievie,. as confcious,. Grief may rife to Joy ;: 
So joy, as confcious Joy, to Grief may fall, 
Moft true, a. wife Man never will be fad ; 
But neither will (bnorous, bubbling Mirth,, 
A fhallbw Stream of Happinefs betray :. 
Too happy to be Sportiv^e, lie's Serene- 
Yet, wottldft thou laugh (but at thy own Expence),; 
This Coun&l ftrange fhould I prefume to give?— 
** Retire, and read thy Bibk, to be Gay." 
^Ikre Truths abound of fov'reign Aid to Peace ;, 
Ah ! do -not prize them leis, becaufe Infpir'd, 
As Thou, and Thine, are apt and proud to do. 
If net infpir'd,^ that pregnant Page had Hood, 
ST/w^s Treafurc 1 and the Wonder of the WUc ! 
Thou think'ft,. perhaps^. Thy 5W alone at Stake f. 
Alas !r-Should Men miflake thee for. a Foolj ■ » 
What Man of Tafte for Genius, Wifdom, Truths 
Tho* tender of thy Fame, could interpofe ? 
Believe me, Senfe, here, adls a double Part> 
And th^ mie Critic is a Cbrijian too.. 

But 
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. But nf/e, thou think'ft, are gloomy Paths to Joy. 
True Joy in Sunfliine neVr was found at firft ; 
They, firft, Themfelves oiFend, who greatly pleafe ; 
And Travel only gives- us found Repofe. 
Heffv'n /ells dl Pleafurc ; Effort is the Price ;■ 
The Joys of Cohqueft', arc the Joys of Man ; 
And Glory the vidorioas Laurel fpreads 
O'er Phafur^z pure, perpetual, placid Stream. 

There is a Time, when- Toil muft be prefenid. 
Or Joy; by mif-tim'd Fondnefs; is undone. 
A Man of Fleafure is a Man of Pains, 
Thou wilt not take the Trouble to be Bleft. 
Fnl/ejoys, indeed, arc bom from Want of Thought 
From Thought's full Bent, and Energy, the Trme\. 
And that demands a Mind in equal Poize, 
Remote from gloomy Grief, and glaring Joy. 
Much Joy not only fpeaks fmall Happinefs, 
But Happinefs that fhortly muft expire. 
Can Joy, unbottom'd in Refieftion, Hand f 
And, in a Tempeft, can Refleftion live ? 
Can Joy, like Thine, fecurc itfelf an Hour ? 
Can Joy, like Thine, meet Accident unfhock'd ? 
Or ope the Door to honeft Po\''erty ? 
Or talk with threatening Death, and not turn pale h 
In fucha World, and fuch a Nature, Theje 
Are needful Fundamentals of Delight :- 
Thefe Ftindanrentals give Delight indeed ; : 
Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ; 
Delightj unfhaken, mafcullhe, divine ; 
A coiiftant, and a found, but prious Joy. 

Is Joy the Daughter of Severity ? 
It is :*— Yet far my Doctrine from Severe. 
«' Rejoice for ever :" It becomes a Man ;. 
Exalts, and fets him nearer to the Gods. 
" Rejoice for ever,-" Nature cries, «« Rejoice ;" 

At 
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And. drinks to Man, in her neftareous Cup, 

Mixt up of Delicates for ev'ry Senfe ; 

To the great Founder of the bounteous Fcaft,. 

Drinks Glory, Gratitude, eternal. Praifc ; 

And he that will not pledge her,' i» a Churl. 

/// firmly to fapport, Gcod fully tafle. 

Is th» whole Science of Felicity : 

Yet /paring pledge : Her Bowl is not the Bcl^ 

Mankind can boaft. — " A rational Repaft;\ 

** Exertion, Vigilance, a Mind iir Annsy 

** A military Difcipline of Thought, 

«* To foil Temptation in the doubtful Field; 

** Aiid ever- waking Ardor for the Right ;'* 

'Tis Theje, firft, give, then guard, a chearful Heart» - 

NQHght that is Right, think Little ^ well aware. 

What Reafon bids, God bids ; by His Command 

How aggrandiz'd, the SmaUeft Thing we do ! 

Thus, Nothing is Infipid to the Wife ; 

To Thee^ Infipid All, but what is Mad; 

Joys feafbn'd high, and taking ibong of Guilt. 

**^ Mad/ (thou reply 'ft, with Indignation fir'd); 
** -Of antient Sages proud to tread the Steps, 
•* I follow JVa/«r^."— Follow Nature ftill, 
But look it be thine own : Is Con/cienccy then. 
No Part of Nature ? Is fhe not Supreme ? 
Thou Regicide ! O raife her from the Dead ! 
Then, follow Nature j and refemble God. 

When,, fpite of Confciente, Pleafure is purfu'd,. 
Man^^ Nature is unnaturally pleas 'd r 
And what's Unnatural, is Painful too 
At Intervals, and muft difguft cv'n Thee !' 
The Fa6i thou know'ft; but not, perhaps, the Canfe*.- 
Virtue*s Foundations with the World's were laid ; 
Heav'n mixt her with our Make, and twifted clofe 
Her facred Int'jefts with thc^ Strings of Life. 
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Who breaks her awefnl Mandate, (hocks Himrdf^ 
His Better Self: And is it greater Paiiv, 
Our Soul ihoold mormiiry or our Du/i repine ? 
And One^ in dicir eteinal War, mufi bleed. 

If One mufi fnffer, which fhould Icaft be fpar'd I 
The Pains of Mind furpafs the Pains of Senie : 
Aikf then, the Gout, what Torment is in Guilt. 
The Joys of Sen/e to Mmtai Joys are mean i 
Senfe on the Prefent only feeds ; the Sonl 
On Pad, and Fatare, forages for Joy. 
'Tis Hers,, by Retroiipedl, thro* Timi to ranger 
And forward Timers great Seqnel to fnrvey. 
Could human Courts take Vengeance on die Mmdr 
Axes might nift, and Racks,, and Gibbets, fall : 
Guard, then, thy Mind, and leave the reft to FalC» 

LoRBNzo ! wilt thou never be a Man ? 
The Man is dead, who for the Body lives* 
Lur'd, by the Heating of his Pnlfe^. to lift. 
With ev'ry Laft,. that wars againil his Peaee ^ 
And fets him quite at Variance with Himfelf. 
Thyfelf, firft,. Know; then Love :, A Self therein 
Of Virtue fond,, that kindles at her Charms, 
A Se/ftheK is, as foud of ev'ry Vice, 
While ev'ry Virtue wounds it to the Heart j 
Humility degrades it, Juftice robs, 
Blefl Bounty beggars it, fair Truth betrays. 
And godlike Magnanimity deftroys. 
This Self, when Rival to the Former, (com ; 
When not in Competition, kindly treat. 
Defend it, feed it : — But when Virtue bids, 
Tofs it, or to the Fowls, or to the Flames. 
And why ? 'Tis Love of Pka/ure bids thee bleed ; 
Comply, or own Self-Love extin^, or blind. 

For what is Fice ? Self-Lovc in a Miftake : 
A poor blind Merchant buying Joys too dear.. 

An 
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And Vtrtne^ what ? 'Tis Sclf-Love in her Wits, 
Quite fkilfiil in the Market of Delight. 
Self-Love's good Senfe is Lave of that dread Power,, 
From whom Herfelf, and all fhe can enjoy.. 
Other Sell^Love is but difguis'd Self-Hate ; 
More mortal than the Malice of our Foes ; 
A Self-Hate, mw^ fcarce felt ; then felt full-{bre> 
When Being,^ corft ; Extindlion, loud-implor'd ; 
And ev'ry Thing preferc'd tt> what we sure. 

Yet tbii Self^LCve Lorenzo makes his Choice |^ 
And, in this Choice triumphant, boafts of Joy. 
How is his Want of 'Happinefs betrayed. 
By DiiaiFeddon to the prefent Hour ! 
Imagination wanders far a-field : 
The Future pleafes : Why ? the Present paias<<— 
«< But that's a Sient.*^ — Yes, which all Men know.;: 
And know from Thee, diicover'd miawaret*^ 
Thy eealeleft Agitation, jrefUefi Roll 
From. Cheat to Cheat, impadent of a Pftnfe % 
What is it ?--'Tis the Cradle of the Soul, 
From Inftina ient, to rockiier in Difeafe, 
Which her Phyfician, Rtafin^ will not care*. 
A poor Expedient ! yet thy Befl ;; and while^ 
It mitigates thy Pain, it »wmi it too. 

Such are Lorenzo's wretched RanediesI 
The Weak have Remedies ; the Wife have Joys* 
Superior 'VV^ifdom is fnperior Blifs. 
And what fure Mark diftinguifhes the Wife ? 
ConJGbftent Wifdom ever wills the Same : 
Thy fickle Wifh is ever on the Wing. 
Sick of Herfelf, is Folly' % Chara^er ; 
As WifdonC% is, a modeft Self-Applaufc^ 
A Change of Evils is thy Good fupreme j 
Nor, but in Motion, canft thou find thy Refl:. 
Man's greatefl Strength is fhewn in flanding ftilL. 
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The firft Aire Symptom of a Mind in Health; 
Is Reft of Heart, and Pleafare felt at Home. 
Ft^ Pleafure from Abroad her Joys imports ; 
Rich from within, and Sclf-fuHainM, the Trw.- 
The True is fxxt, and folid as a Rock ; 
Slipp'ry the Falfe^ and tofling, as the Wave. 
Thhy a wild Wanderer on Earth, like Cain ;: 
Thaty like the fabled, Self-enamour'd Boy, 
Home-Contemplation her fupreme Delight ; 
She dreads an Interruption horsL without, ' 
Smit with her own Condition ; and the more* 
Intenfe fhe gazes, flill it charms the more. 

No Man is happy, till he thinks, on Earth' 
There breathes not a more happy than Himfelf :• 
Then Envy dies, and Love overflows on All y 
Aqd Love o'crflowing makes an Angel Here. 
Such Angels All, intitled to repoie 
On Him who governs Fate : Tho* Tempell frowns, 
Tho' Nature fhajces,. how Soft to lean on Heaven I 
To lean on Himy on whom Archangels lean ! 
With inward Eyes, and iilent as the Grave, 
They ftand.colledling ev'ry Beam of Thought, 
Till their Hearts kindle with Divine Delight ; 
For all their Thoughts, like Angels,, feen of old 
In Israel's Dream, come from, and go to. Heave 
HcncCi, are they ftudious of fequeftred Scenes ; 
While Noife, and Diffipation, comfort Thee, 

Were all Men happy, Revellings would ceaft. 
That Opiate for Inquietude within. 
Lorenzo ! never Man was truly Bleft, 
But it compos' d, and gave him fuch a Call, 
As Felly might miftake for Want of Joy. 
A Caft, unlike the Triumph of the Proud ; 
A modeil.Afped, and a Smile at Heart. 
O for a Joy from, thy Ph i l a n d b r's Spring ! 

ASp 



-A Spring perennial^ nfing in the Breaft^ 
And Permanent, as Pure 1 no turbid Stream 
Of rapt'rous Exultation, fwelling high ; 
Which, like Land-floods, impetuous pour awhile. 
Then fink at once, and leave us in thQ Mire. 
What does the Man, who tranfient Joy prefers? 
What, but prefer the Bubbles to the Stream ? 
. Vain are all fi^dden Sallies of Delight ; 
Cpnvulfions of a weak diflemper'd Joy. , 
Joy's a fix'd State ; a Tenure, not a Start. 
Blif^ there is none, but unprecarious Biifs : 
Tliat is the Gem : Sell All, and parchafe That. 
Why go a begging to Contingencies, 
Not gain*d with Eafe, nor fafely Jov'd, if gain'd ? 
At Goo4 Fortuitous, draw back, and paufe ; 
^ufpeA it ; what thou canfl enfure, enjoy ; 
And nought but what thou giv'fl thyfelf, is Sure. 
Reafon perpetuates Joy that Reafon gives. 
And n^kes it xis Immortal as herfelf : 
To^ Mortals, nought Immortal, but their Worth. 

Worth, confcious Worth ! fhould abfolately reign ; 
And other Joys afk Leave for their Approach ; 
.Nor, unexamin'd, ever Leave obtain. 
Thou art all Anarchy ; a Mob of Joys 
^Wage War, and perifh in intefline Broils ; 
Not the leaft Promife of internal Peace! 
No Bofom-Comfort ! or unbowow*d Blifs ! 
Thy Thoughts are Vagabonds : All Outward-bound, .. 
:Mid Sands, and Rocks, and Storms, to cruife for Pleafure; 
Jf gain'd, dear-bought ; and better mifs'd than gain'd« ' 
Much Pain muft expiate, what much Pain procured. 
Taney i and Senfe^ from an? infedted Shore, , 
Thy Cargo bring ; and Peftilence the Prize. 
Then, Such thy Thirjl (infetiablc Thirfl.l 

By 
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By fond Indulgence bat infltxnM the more !) 
Fancy (Ull cniifes, when poor Senfe is tir'd* 

Imagination is the Paphian Shop^ 
Where feeble Happinefsy like Vulcan, Lame, 
Bids foul Ideasy in their dark Recefs, 
And hot as Hell (which kindled the black Fires), 
With wanton Art, thofe fatal Arrows form. 
Which murder all thy Time, Heahh, Wealth, and Fanei 
Wouldfl thou receive them. Other Thoughts there arti 
On Angel-Wing, defcending from Above, 
Which Thefe, with Art divine, would counterwork. 
And form Celcflial Armour for thy Peace. 

In This is feen Imagination's GuiU ; 
But who can count her Follies ? She betrays thee. 
To think in Grandeur there is fomething Great. 
For Works of curious Art, and antient Fame» 
I'hy Genius hungers, elegantly pain'd ; 
And foreign Climes muil cater for thy Tafte. 
Hence, What Difafter !— Tho' the Price was paid. 
That perfecuting Prieft, the Turk of Rome^ 
Whofe Foot (ye Gods I), tho' cloven, muft be kifs'd, 
Detain'd thy Dinner on the Lotion Shore ; 
<Such is the Fate of honeft Proteftants !) 
And poor Magnijicence is ftarv*d to Death* 
Hence jufl Refentment, Indignation, Ire !— - 
Be pacify'd ; if out'ward Things are Great, 
*Tis Magnanimity Great Things to icom ; 
Pompous Expences, and Parades auguft. 
And Courts ; that inlalubrious Soil to Peace. 
True Happinefs ne'er enter'd at an Eye ; 
True Happinefs refides in Things unfeen. 
No Smiles of Fortunt ever bled the Bad, 
Nor can her Frowns rob Innocence of Joys ; 
Tbot Jewel wanting. Triple Crowns are poor : 
So tell his Holine/sy and be lUveng'd. 

Phrfm^ 
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PJmfuri, we both agree, it Man's chief Goodj 
Our only Conteft, Whai deferves the Name. 
Give Phfifurt'i Name to nought, but what has pafs'd 
Th' aathentic Seal of Reajan {which, tike Yorke, 
Demurs on what it paffes), and defies 
The Tooth of Time ; when paft, a Pleafure ItiU ; 
Dearer on Trial, Lovelier for its Age, 
And doubly to be priz'd, as it promotes 
Our Fiiiute, while it forms our Prefent, Joy. 
Some Joys the Future overcaft ; and fome 
Throw all their Beams that Way, and gild tlie Tomb. 
Some Joys endear Eternity ; fome give 
Abhorr'd Annihilation dreadful Charms, 
Are rival Joys contending for thy Choice I 
Confult thy wW^ Exigence, and be fafe ; 
That Oracle will put all Doubt to Flight. 
Short is the Leilbn, tho' my Ledure long, 
£e Good and let Heav'n anfwer for the reft, 

Yei, with a Sigh o'er all Mankind, I grant 
In this our Day of Proof, our Land of Hope, 
The GnedMm has his Clouds that intervene} 
Clouds, chat ahjcuri his fublunary Day, 
Bat never camjuii' : Ev'n the Bijt mutt own, 
Patimct, and RifignaiUn, are the Pillars 
Of human Peace on Earth. The Pillirs, Thefe : 
But thofe of Setk not more remote from Thee, 
Till ihii Heroic Leffon thou haft learnt; 
I'o frown at Pleafure, and to fmile in Pain. 
Fit'd at the Profpefl of unclouded Bliis, 
Heav'n in Reveriion, like the Sun, aa yet 
Beneath th' Horizon, chears us in this World; 
It ftieds, on Souls fufcepiible of Light, 
The glorious Dawn of our Eternal Day. 

" This (faysLoKEKzo) is a fair Harangue; 
" But can Harangues blow back Itrong Naturei Stream ; 
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« Or ftcm the Tide Heav'n pufhes thro' our Veini, 
** Which fvveeps away Man's impotent Refblvcs, 
*< Acd lays hb Labour level with the World?" 

Themfelvee Men make their Comment on Manki 
And think nought ij, but what they find at Home : 
Thus, Weaknefs to Chimsera turns the Truth, 
Nothing romantic has the Mu(e preTcrib'd. 
• Above, Lorenzo faw the Man of £arth> 
The Mortal Man ; and wretched was the Sight. 
To balance that, to comfoit, and exalt, 
Npw iee the Mtin hnnu/irtal : Him, I mean. 
Who lives as Sucli : whofe Heart, full-bent on Hca^ 
Leans all that Way, his Bias to the Stars. 
The World's dark Shades, in Contraft fet, fhall rat 
His Luftre more ; .tho' bright, without a Foil : 
Obfervc his aweful Portrait, and admire 5 
-Nor ftop at Wonder ; Imitate, and live. 

Some Angel guide my Pencil, while I draw. 
What nothing Jefs than Angel can exceed, 
A Man on Earth devoted to the Skies ; 
Like Ships in Seas, while //;, abo-ve the World. 

With Afpecl mild, and elevated Eye, 
Behold him feated on a Mount ferene. 
Above the Fogs of Sen/c, and PaJ/ion's Storm ; 
All the black Cares, and Tumults, erf This Life, 
Like harmlefs Thunders, breaking at his Feet, . 
Excite his Pity, not impair his Peace. 
Earth's genuine Sons, the Sceptred, and the Slave, 
A mingled Mob ! a wand'ring Herd ! he {^^t. 
Bewildered in the Vale ; in All unlike ! 
His full Reverfe in All ! What higher Praife ? 
What ftronger Demonftration of the Right ? 

The Prefent all Their Care ; the Future, His, 
When Public Welfare calls, or Private Want, 

• In a former Night, 
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They give to Fame ; His Bounty He conceals* 
Their Virtues varnifh Nature ; His exalt. 
Mankind's Efteem They court ; and He, his Own. 
Theirs^ the wild Chace offal/e Felicities ; 
Hisf the composed Pofleffion of the true. 
Alike throughout is His conliftent Peace, 
All of one Colour, and an even Thread ; 
While party-colour'd Shreds of Happinefs, 
With hideous Gaps between, patch up for Them 
A Madman's Robe % each PufF of Fortune blows 
The Tatters by, and fhews their Nakednefs. 

He ices with other Eyes than Theirs .• Where Th^ 
Behold a Sstn^ He fpies a Deity ; 
What makes Them only Smile, makes Him Adore« 
Where They fee Mountains ^ He hxxt At onu {ctB ; 
An Empire^ in His Balance, weighs a Grain^ 
They Things Terreftrial worfhip, as Divine ; 
His Hopes Immortal blow them by, as Duft, 
That dims his Sight, and ihortens his Survey, 
Which longs, in Infinite, to lofe all Bound. , 
Titles and Hcmours (if they prove his Fate) 
He lays afide to find his Dignity ; 
No Dignity They find in aught befides. 
Thty triumph in Externals (which conceal 
Man's real Glory), proud of an Eclipfe. 
Himfelf too much He prizes to be Proud, 
And nothing thinks fo great in Man, as Man, 
Too dear He holds his Lit'reft, to negled 
Another's Welfare, or his Right invade ; 
Their Int'rcft, like a Lion, lives on Prey. 
Th^ kindle at the Shadow of a Wrong ; 
Wrong He fuflains with Temper, looks on Heaveils 
Nor (loops to think his Injurer his Foe \ 
Nought, but what wounds his Virtue, wounds his Peaos. 
A cover'd Heart Their Chara£ler defj^ds i 

L Aoover'd 
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A corerM Heart denies Him half his Praiie. 

With Nakednefs.//// InncKence agrees ; 

While Titir broad Foliage teftifies their Fall. 

7'.'v/V No- Joys end, where Ws foil Feaft begins ; 

His Jcys crea/ey Theirs murder, future Blifs. 

To triumph in Exiftecce, His alone; 

And //// alone, triumphantly to think 

His true Exillcnce is not yet begun. 

His glorious Comfs was, Yefterday^ complete ; 

Death, then, was welcome ; yet Life ilill is Sweet* 

But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm. 
Undaunted Breail — And whofe is that high Praife? 
They yield to Pleafure, the* thej' Danger brave. 
And (hew no Fortitude, but in the Field ; 
If there they ihew it, 'tis for Glory ihewn ; 
Wor will that Cordial always Man Their Hearts. 
A Cordial His fuftains, that cannot fail ; 
By Pleafure unfubdu'd, unbrokc by Pain, 
He fhares iu that Omnipotence he trufts. 
All-bearing, All-attempting, till he falls ; 
And when he falls, wrilts VI C I on his Shield. 
From Magnanimity, all Fear above ; 
From nobler Recompcnce, above Jfpplau/e ; 
Which owes to MziCsJhort Our- look all its Charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, 
T.ORENzo cries, — ** Where fliines this Miracle ? 
** From what Root rifes this Immortal Man .^'* 
A Root that grows not in Lorenzo's Ground ; 
The Root diflcdl, nor wonder at the Flo-iuer, 

He follows Nature (not like * Thee) ; and fhews us 
An uninverted Syllem of a Man. 
His Appetite wears Reafofis golden Chain, 
And finds, in due Reflraint, its Luxury. 
His Paffkn^ liktan Eagle well-reclaim *d, 
• Stc ^»^t 4C^, Vasa i> 

s ^ 
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Is taught to fly at nought, but Infinite. 

Patient. his Hope^ un-anxious is his Care^ 

His Caiukn fearlefs, and his Grief (if Grief 

^he Gods ordain) a Stranger to Defpair. 

And why ?— Becaufe AfFeftion, more than meet. 

His Wifdom leaves not difengag*d from iteaveh. 

Thofe fecondary Goods that fmile on Earth, 

He, loving in Proportion^ loves in Peace, 

They moft the World enjoy, who Icaft admire^. 

His XJnd'erft anting 'fcapes the contmon CloUd 

■Of Fumes, arifing from a boiling Breaft. 

Jlis Head is clear,, becaufe his Heart is coo!. 

By worldly Competitions unihflam'd. 

The mod'rate Movements bf hi» Soul admit 

Diftinft Ideas, and matur'd Debate, 

An Eye impartial, andean even Scale; 

"^Vhence Judgment found, and unrepcnting Choice. 

Thus, in a double Senfe, the Good ate wife ; 

On its own Dunghill, wifer than the World. 

What, then, the World ? It muft be Jnublyweak ; 

Strangre Truth ! as foon would they believe their Creed* 

Yqt thus it is ; nor othcrwife can b& ; 
So far from aught Romantic, what I fing. 
I'll A has no Being, Virtue has no Strength, 
But from ^he Profpeft of Immortal I jfel 
Who thinks Earth all, or (what weighs jufl the fame) 
Who care no farther, muft prize what it yields ; 
JFond of its Fancies ; proud of its Parades. 
Who thinks Earth nothing ; canU its Charms admire { 
He can't a Foe ; tho' moft malignant, hate, 
Becaufe tliat Hate would prove his greater Foe. 
'Tis hard for Them (yet who {(5 loudly boait 
£iood-will to Men?) to love tlieir deareft Friend; ' . 
For may not he invade their Good Suprcjncy 
Where the leaft Jealoufv turns Love tQCiW*^ 
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AH fhines to Them^ that £br a Seafon fhines. 

liach Aa, each Thought, He quelUons, * * What its Weight, 

** Its Colour what, a Thoufand Ages hence ?"— 

And what it there appears, he deems it nciVm 

Hence, pure are the Receffes of his Soul. 

The God-like Man has nothing to conceal. 

His Virtue, conftitutionally deep. 

Has Hahit*s Firmnefs, and Affe£lgon^s Flame ; 

Angels, ally'd, defcend to feed the Fire ; 

And Deaths which Others flays, makes him a God. 

And now, Lorenzo ! Bigot of this World ! 
Wont to difdain poor Bigots caught by Heaven ! 
Stand by thy Scorriy and be reduc'd to Nought : 

For what art Thou ? Thou Boaftcr ! While tky Glare, 

Thy gaudy Grandeur, and mere worldly Worth, 
Like a broad Mill, at Diftance flrikes us moft { 
And, like a Mift, is Nothing when at Hand ; 
His Merit, like a Mountain, on Approach, 
Swells more, and rifes nearer to the Skies, 
By Promife, »«w, and, by Pofleffion, /oon^ 
(Too fcon^ too much, it cannot be) his Own. 

From this thy juft Annihilation rife, 
Lorenzo! rife to Somethings by Reply. 
The World, thy Client, liftens, and expefls ; 
And longs to crown thee with immortal Praife. 
Canft tliou be filent ? No ; for IFit is Thine ; 
And Wit talks mofiy when leafi Ihe has to fay. 
And Rea/on interrupts not her Career. 

She'll fay That Mijis aho<ve the Mountains rife ; 

And, with a thoufand Pleafantries, amufe ; 
She'll fparkle, puzzle, flutter, raife a Duft, 
And fly Convidlion, in the Dufl: ihe rais'd. 

Wit, how delicious to Man's dainty Tafte ! 
'Tis precious, as the Vehicle of Scnfe \ 
But; as its SubCdxuxe* ^l^i^T^'^&i^^^^^ 

1 '^^SCV^iSSGK^ 
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Pernicious Talent ! Flatter'd by the World, 

By the blind World, which thinks the Talent rare, 

Wifdom is rare, Lorenzo ! Wit abounds ; 

Paffion can give it ; ibmetimes Wine infpiret 

The lucky Flafh ; and Madne/s rarely fails. 

Whatever Caufe the Spirit ftrongly flirs, 

Confers the Bays, and rivals thy Renown. 

For thy Renown, 'twere well, was This the word ; 

Chance often hits it, and^ to pique thee more, 

See Dulnefsy blund'ring on Vivacities, 

Shakes her Sage Head at the Calamity^ 

Which has expos'd, and let her down to Thee. 

But Wifdom y aweful Wifdom ! which infpedls^ 

Difcerns, compares, weighs, feparates, infers. 

Seizes the Right, and holds it to the lafl ; 

How rare ! In Senates, Synods, fought in vain ; 

Or if there found, 'tis facred to the Frw ; 

While a lewd Proftitutc to Multitudes^ 

Frequent, as Fatal, Wit : In Civil Life, 

Wit makes an JEnterprifer ; Senje, a Mam 

Wit hates Authority ; Commotion loves. 

And thinks herfelf the Lightning of the Storm. 

In States, 'tis dangerous ; in. ReUgi^n, Death : 

Shall Wit turn Chrillian, when the Dull believe ? 

Sen/jf is pur Helmet, Wit is but the Plume ; 

The PJumi expofes, 'tis our Helmet faves. 

Sen/e is the Di'mond, weighty, folid, found ; 

When cut by Wit, it calls a brighter Beam ; 

Yet, /^// apart, it is a Di'moad dill. 

Wit, widow 'd of Good Sen/e, is worfe than Nought ; 

It hoifls more Sail to run againfl a Rock. 

Thus, a Hh^Chesterpield is quite a Fool ; 

Whom dull Fools fcom, and blefs their Want of Wit. 

How ruinous the Rock I warn thee ihun. 
Where Sirent fit, to ling thee to tVi^ ¥^X<t\ 

L 3 ^1^*3 
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A y»y, in wUich our Reafon bears no Part, 
Is but a Scrrmv tickling, ere it flings. 
Let'nct the Cocings of the fFor/ii dllure thee ; 
Which of htr Lovers ever found her True ? 
Il^'ppy I of this bad World who little know !— 
And yet, we much muil know her, to be Sq/e^ 
To /«(?au the World, not Io*i;e her, is thy Point ; 
She, gives but Little, nor that Little, long. 
There is, I grant, a Triumph of the Pulfe ; 
A Dance of Spirits, a mere Froth of Joy, 
Our thnHgltkfs ^gitatioH^t idle Child, 
That mantles high, that fparkles, and expires. 
Leaving xhe Soul more vapid than before. 
An animal Ovation ! fuch as holds 
No Commerce with our Reafon^ bitt fubiiib 
On Juices, thra* the wcll-ton*d Tabes, well-firain*d ; 
A nice Machine ! fcarce ever tonM aright ; 
And when it jars— thy Sirens fing no mor^; 
'J hy Dance is done ; the Dim-getlis thxxiwtt 
(Short Apotheofis •) beneath the Matt^ 
In coward Gloom immersM, or fell Despair. 
Art thoo yet Dull enough Defpair to dread. 
And ilartje at Dcftrudion ? If Aou art. 
Accept a Buckler, take it to the Field ; 
(A Field of Battle is this mortal Life !) 
When Danger threatens, lay it on thy Heart ; 
A fingle Sentence Proof againft the World. 
*' Soulf Body^ Fortune! Ev^ry Good pertains " 
*• To One of thefe ; but prize not All alike ; 
*' The Goods of Fortune to thy Body's Health, 
«< Body to Sovl, and Soul fubmit to God." 
Wouldil thou build lading Happinefs ? Do This ; 
Th' inverted Pyramid can never iland. 

Is this Truth doubtful? It outihines the Sun^ 
Nay, the Sun ftimw tvCiX, \>\x\ \xi ^«w \ix'\:'M&^ 



'Wst. 



VirtaJeV Apology^ fee. 12 23 

Th^ fingle LeiTon of Mankind on Earth. 

And yet—Yet, What ? No NcW3 ! 'Mankind us mad ; 

Such mighty Numbers lift againft the Right, 

(And what can't Numbers, when bewitched, "atchicve !) 

Tlicy talk 'them (elves to Something like'Belidf, 

That all Earth's Joys are Theirs : As Atbens^'^xMl 

Grinn'd from the Port, on ev*ry Sail his Own. 

They grin; but wherefore ? Vknd how' long thcLatlgh? 
Half Ignorance, their Mirth ; and Half, a Lye ; 
To cheat the World, and cheat Themfelvet/tiiey fmile. 
Hard eitiier Talk ! The moil: Abandoned own. 
That Others^ if Abandoh'd, are tmdone : 
Then, for Thcmfclves, the Moment ^/j/^ wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long Rcpofe) 
O how laborkms is their 'Gaiety! ■ 
They fcarce can fwaltew theh-dbuHlent Spl^n, 
Scarce mufter Patience to fupjptJrt fre 'Farce, 
And pump fad Langhter, tiH the Coftain falls, 
Scarce i did I fay ? Sonte cannot fit it oirt ; 
Oft their own daring Hands the Curtain ^aw. 
And fhew us nuhat their Jcfjr, 1[)y "their De'l^stir. 

The clotted Hair ! gor^dfireaft ! Ula^endiifelEyel 
Its impious Fury ftill alrve 5n Death !— 
Shut, fhatthe (hocking Scene. -^Biit Heaven denies 
A Cover to fach Guilt ; and fo fhould Man. 
Look* round, Louinzo! fee the reeking Blade,- 
Th* invenom'd Phial, and the fatal Ball ; 
The ftrangling Cord, and foilbcatihg Strealh ; 
The loalthfbme Rottennefs, and foul Decays 
From raging Riot (flower Suicides !) ; 
And Pride in thefe, more execrable ftill !-^ 
How horrid All to Thought !*— But Honws, thefe^ 
That vouch the Truth ; and aid my feeble Sopg. 

From Vict^ Senfe, Fancy y no Man can be bleft : 
JBiifs is too great, to ledge witlitJiWi^Q«t\ 
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When an Immortal Being aims at Blifs, 

Duration is effential to the Name. 

O for a Joy from Reafin ! Joy from That, 

Which makes Man Man ; and, exercis'd aright. 

Will make him more : A Bounteous Joy ! that gives. 

And promifes ; that weaves, with Art divine. 

The richeft Profpeft into prefent Peace : 

A Joy Ambitious ! Joy in common held 

With Thrones ethereal, and their Greater far : 

A Joy high-privilcg'd from Chance, Time, Death ! 

A Joy, which Death ihall double 1 Judgment crown ! 

Crowned higher, and dill higher, at each Stage, 

Thro' blcft Eternity's long Day ; yet dill. 

Not more remote from SorrcWf than from /i/Mr, 

Whofe lavifh Hand, whofe Love fbipendous, pours 

So much of Deity on guilty Dull. 

Therey O my Lucia ! may I meet thee There, 

Where not Thy Prefence can improve my Blifs i 

AfFcdls not This the Sages oftbt World? 
Can nought affeSi them, but what fools them too ? 
Eternity, depending on an Hour, 
Makes y^r/«i^/ Thought Man's Wifdom, Joy, and Prufe. 
Nor need you blufh (though fometimes your Deflgns 
May ihun the Light) at your Defigns on Heaven : 
Sole Point ! where o-ver-bajhful is your Blaine. 
Are you not Wife ? — You know you arc : Yet hear 
One Truth, amid your num'rous Schemes, miflaid. 
Or overlpok'd, or thrown afide, if Seen ; 
** Our Schemes to plan by This World, or the Next, 
'* Is the fole Difference between Wife, and Fool.'* 
All ivorthy Men will weigh you in /his Scale ; 
What Wonder, then, if They pronounce you light ? 
Is their Eflecm alone not wortli your Care ? 
Accept my fimple Scheme of Common Senfe : 
Thus, fave your ¥amc> widLtaaka T*«ujo Worlds your Own. 

'Wye. 
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The World replies not ;— bnt the World perfifts ^ 
And puts the Caufe off to the longeft Day, 
Plaftning Evafions for the Day of Doom. 
So far, at that Re-hearingy from Redrefs, 
They then turn Witneffes againft Themfelvcs. 
Hear That, Lorenzo ! Nor be wife To-morrowr«- 
Ilallc, Hafte ! A Man, by Nature, is in Haite ; 
For who (ball anfwer for another Hour ? 
'Tis highly prudent, to make Ont furc Friend ; 
And That thou canil not do, this Side the Skits. 

Ye Sons of Earth ! (nor ^willing to be more !) 
Since Fa-fe you think from Prieftcraft fomewhat free,. 
Thus, in an Age fo gay, the Mufe plain Truths 
(Truths, which, at Church, you might have heard in Profe) 
Has ventured into Light ; well-pleas'd the Vcrfc 
Should be forgot, if you the Truths retain ; 
And crown her witK' your Welfare,- not your Praife. 
But Praife (he need not fear : I fee my Fate ; 
And headlong leap, like Curt i us, down the Gnlph. 
Since many an ample Volume^ mighty Tomcy 
Mull die ; and die Unwept ; O Thou minute,. 
Devoted fage I go forth among thy Foes ; 
Go, nobly proud of Martyrdom for Truth, 
And die a double Death : Mankind, incens'd, ' 
Denies thee long to live : Nor fhalt thou reft. 
When thou art dead. ; in Stygian Shades arraigned 
By Lucifer, as Traitor to his Throne ; 
And bold Blafphemer of his Friend,— The World 5 
The World, whofe Legions coft him (lender Pay, 
And Volunteers^ around his Banner fwarm ; 
Prudent, as Prussia, in her Zeal for Gaul. 

" Are all, then. Fools?" LoRENZOcries.— Yes, All^ 
But fuch as hold this DoArine (new to Thee) ; 
" The Mother of true Wifdom is the Wilh^* 

The nobleft IntflkQ^ a Fool without it. 

t 5 W^tU- 
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World'Wifdom much lias done, and 9iore may do. 

In Arts and Sciences, in War^, ^d Peace ; 

But Art and Science, like thy Wealth, will leave the^. 

And make^ee twice a Beggar at thy Death. 

This is the moft Indulgence can afibrd ; — 

«* Thy Wi/dom All can do, hut^makt thee Wife:* 

Nor think this Cenfore is fevere on Thee ; 

Satan^ thy Mailer, I dare call a Dunq?. 
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AS when a Traveller, a long Day paft ^ 
In painful Search of what he cannot fiild. 
At Night's Approach, content with the next Cot, 
There ruminates, aw^le, his Labour loll 5 
Then chears his Heart witli what his Fate affords. 
And chants his Sonnet to deceive the "Time, 
Till the due Seaibn calls him to Repofe : 
Thus I, long- travelled in the Ways of Men, 
And dancing, with thfc reft, the %v^y Maze, 
Where Difappdntment fmiles at Hope^& Career ; 
Warn'd by the Languor of Life's Evening Ray^ 
At length have hous'd me in an huihble Shed ; 
Where, future Wand'jrittjg banifti^'d ttom m^ 'XYL'o^'gftX^ 

L 6 ^^^ 
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And waiting, patient, the fweet Hour of Reft ; 

r chafe the Moments with a ferious Song. 

Song fooths our Pains ; and Age has Pains to fbeth. 

When Age, Care, Crime, and Friends embrac'd a1 
Heart, 
Tom from my bleeding Breaft, and Deatb*s dark Shade,. 
Which hovers o'er me, quench th' ethereal Fire j 
Canft thou, O Night ! indulge One Labour more ? 
One Labour more indulge ! Then deep, my Strain ! 
Till, haply, wak'd by Raphael's golden Eyre, 
Where Night, Death, Age, Care, Crime, and Sorrow, 
To bear a Part in everlafting Lays ; [ceafc ; 

Tho' far, far higher fet,. in Aim, I truft^ 
Symphonious to this humble^relude here. 

' Has not the Mule aficrted Pleafures pure^ 
Like thofe Above ; exploding other Joys ? 
Weigh what was urg-d, Lorenzo ! Fairly weigh ; 
And tell me, haft thou Caufe to triumph ftill ? 
I think, thou wilt forbear a Boaft fo bold. 
But if, beneath the Favour of Miftake, 
Thy Smile's /incere ; not more fmcere can be 
Lorenzo's Smile, than my Compailion for him. 
The Sick in Body call for Aid j the Sick 
In Mind axe covetous of more Difeafe ; 
And when at i*:crft^ they dream themfelves quite ^eU. 
To kncnjo ourfelves difeasM, is Half our Cure. 
When Nature^ s Blufh by Cuftcm is wip'd off. 
And Confcience, deaden *d by repeated Strokes, 
Has into Mannifrs naturaliz'd our Crimes ; 
The Curfe of Curfes is, our Curfe to love ; 
To triumph in the Blacknefs of our Guilt 
(As Indians glory in the deepeft Jet) ; 
And throw afide our Senfes with our Peace. 

But, grant no Guilt, no Shame, no leafl Alloy • 
Grant Joy and Glory, c^Wfc >MiSs\Vj'd^ (hQue ; 
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Yietr ftill, it ill dcfcrves Lorenzo's Heart. 

No Joyy no Gkvyy glitters in thy Sight, 

But, thro' the tkin Partition of an Howr,^. 

I fee its Slibles wove by Deftif^ f 

And that in Sorrow bury'd ; thisi in Shame f 

While howling Furies ring the doleful Knell ; 

And Confciencet now fo foft thou fcarce canft hear 

Her Whifper, echoes her 'eternal Peal. 

Where, the prime Aftors of the lajt l^ear^i Scene ; 

Their Port fo proud, their Buikin, and tfteir Plume ? 

How ma»y ^ep, who kept the World awake 

With Luflre, and with Noife ! Has Death proclalm'd. 

A Truge, and hung his fated Lance on high ? 

*Tis brandifh'd ftill ; nor fhall the firefint rear 

Be more tenacious of her human Leafj" 

Or fpread-of feeble* Life- a thinner Fall; 

But needlefs Monuments to wake the Though t>: 

Life's gMyeft Scenes fpeak: Man's Mortality ; 

Tho* in a ftyle more florid, full as plain. 

As MaufitlemnSf Pyramids^ and Tombs. 

What are our nobleil Ornaments, but Deaths - 

Tum'd Flatterers of Life, in Paint, or Marble,. 

The well-flain'd Canvasj or the fcatur'd Stone ?. 

Our Fathers grace, or rather haunt, the Scene. . 

Joy peoples her PaviHon from the Dead. 

** Prof eft Diverfions! cannot Thefe efcape ?**—.- 
Far from it : Thefe prefenr us with a Shroud ; 
And. talk of Death j like Garlands'o'er a Grave. 
iV^Ome bold Plunderers, for bury'd /ir^^/r;&. 
We ranfack Tombs -for Paftime ; from the Dufl 
Call up the (leeping Hero ; bid him tread 
The Scene for oup Amufcmcnt : How like Gods . 
We fit 5 and, wrapt in Immortality, 
Shed generous Tears on- Wretches bom to die ; 
Their Fate deploring, to forget our Own 4 
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What, all the Pomps and Triumphs of our Lives, 
But Legacies in BloiTom ? Our lean Soil, 
Luxuriant grown, and rank in Vanities, 
From Friends interr'd beneath ; a rich Manure ! [] 

Like other Worms, we banquet on the Dead ; 
Like other Worms, fhall we crawl on, nor know 
Our prefent Frailties, or approaching Fate ? 

Lorenzo ! fuch the Glories of the World ! 
What is the World itfelf ? Thy World ?— A Grave. 
Where is the Dufl that has not been alive ? 
The Spade, the Plough, difturb our Anceiiors ; 
From human Mould we reap our daily Bread. 
The Globe around Earth's hollow Surface iliakes. 
And is the Cicling of her fleeping Sons. 
O'er Devaftation we blind Rei'els keep ; 
Whole burjr'd Towns fupport the Dancer's HeeL 
The Moift of human Frame the Sun exhales 5 
Winds fcatter, thro* the mighty Void, the Dry ; 
Earth repofleffes Part of what ftie gave. 
And the freed Spirit niouiits. on Wings of Fire; 
Each Element partakes our fcatter'd Spoils ; 
As Nature, wide, our Ruins fpread ; Man's Destb 
Inhabits all Things, but the Thought of Man. 

Nor Man alone ; his breathing Bull expires, 
Hb Tomb is mortal ; Empires die : Where, now. 
The Roma7, r Greek ? They flalk, an empty Name I 
Yet few rc£jard them in this ufeful Light ; 
Tho' half our Learning is their Epitaph. 
When Jown thy Vale, unlocked by Midaight Thought, 
That loves to wander in thy Sunlefs Realms, 
O Death! I ftretch my View ; what Vifions rife ! 
What Triumphs ! Toils imperial ! Arts divine ! 
Jn withered Laurels glide before my Sight ! 
^A^hat Lengths of far-fam'd Ages, billow'd high 
tf'wh human Agitation, roll along 

In 
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In UHfubilskntial Images of Air ! 

The melancholy Ghofts of dead Renowm, 

Whifp'ring faint Echoes of the World's Appkttfe : 

With penitential Afped, as they pafs. 

All point at Earth» and hifs at human Pride, 

The Wifdom of the JVift\ and Prancings of the Gre<a. 

.But, O Lorenzo ! far the reft above. 
Of ghaflly Nature, and enormous Size, 
One Form a£aults my Sights and chills my Blood, 
And fhakes my Frame. Oi Ohe departed World 
I fee the mighty Shadow : oozy Wreath 
And difmal Sea-weed crown her ; o'er her Urn 
Reclin'd, fhe weeps her defolated Realms, 
And bloated Sons ; and, weepiilg, prophefies 
Another^ % DiBblution, foon, in Flames. 
But, like Cassandra, prophei^es in vain ; 
In vain, to Many ; not, I truft, to Thee* 

For, know'H thou not, or art thoo hah to know. 
The great Decree, the Counfel of the Skies ? 
Deluge and ConfttJ^nttitmy dreadful Powers ! 
Prime Minifters of Vengeance \ Chain'd in Caves 
Diilin^, apart the Giant Furies roar ; 
Apart ; or, fach their horrid Rage for Ruin, 
In mutual Conflid would they rife, and wage 
Eternal War, till One was quite devoured. 
But not for This, ordain'd their boundlefs Rage ; 
When Heav'n's inferior Inilruments of Wrath, 
JFaty Famine^ FeftiUncey are found too weak 
To fcourgq a World for her enormous Crimes, 
Thefe are l^t loofe, alternate : Down they ruih. 
Swift and Tempeftuous, from th* eternal Thione^ 
With irreMible Commiffion arm'd. 
The World, in vaia corre^^ed, to deilroy. 
And eafe Creation of tbis fiKx;jciii{ S€c»e» 

. Secft 
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Seefl thon, Lorenzo ! what depends ofg Man ?' 
The Fate of Nature ; as fir Man, her Birth. 
Eartbh Afters change Earth's tranfitory Scenes, 
And malce Creation groan with human Gailt. 
How muft it groan, in a new Deluge -whelm'd, 
B«t not of Waters ! At the deftin'd Hour, 
By the loud Trumpet fummon'd to theCharge, 
See, all. the forrmdable Sons of Fire, 
Eruptions, Earthquakes-, Comets^ Lightnings, play 
Their various Engines ; All at once difgorge 
Their blazing Magazines ; and take, by Storm, 
This poor tcrreftrial Citadel of Man. 

Amazing Period ! when each Mountain-Height 
Out-burns Vefwuius ; Rocks eternal pour 
Their melted Mais, as Rivers once they poor'd ; 
Stars rufh ; a^id final Rmu fiercely, drives 
Her Plougfhare. o'er Creation ! — While aloft,. 
More.dian Aftoniflunent! if more can be! 
Far other Firmament than e'er was feen. 
Than e'er was thought by Man ! Far other Stars ! 
Stars animate, that govern thefe of Fire ;- 
Far other Sun! — A Sun, O how unlike* 
The Babe at Bethlim ! How unlike the Man 
That groaned on Gal^zwry / — Yet He it is ; 
That Man of Sorrows ! O how chang'd ! What PompV 
In Grandeur terrible. All Heav'n dcfcends ! 
And GoJs, ambitious, triumph in His Train. 
A fwift Arcliangel, with his golden Wing, 
As Blots and Clouds, that darken and difgrace 
The Scene divine, fwecps Stars and Suns afide. 
And now, all Drofs rcmov'd, Heav'n's own pure Dav, 
Full on the Confines of our iEther, flames. 
While, (dreadful Contrail !) far, how far beneath ! 
Hell burfUng, belches forth her blazing Seas, 

And 
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And Storms fulphureous ; her voracions Jaws 
Expanding wide» and roaring for her Prey. 

LoRBNZO 1 welcome to tMs Scene ; the Laft 
In Nature's Course ; the Firft in Wiftiom's Thought* 
This ftrikeSy if aught can flrike thee ; TJifif awakes 
The moil Supine ; Tins fnatches Man from Death. 
Roufe, rouie, Lor£nzo» then, and follow me» 
Where Truth, the mod momentous Man can hear. 
Loud calls my Soul, and Ardor wing& her Flight, 
I find my Infpiration in.- my Theme ; 
The Grandeur of my Subject is my Muie. 

At Midnight^ when Mankind is wrapt in Peacr^ 
And worldly Fancy feeds on golden. Dreams ; 
To give more Dread to Man's moft dreadful Hour, 
At Midnight, 'tis prefum'd, this Pomp will burii 
From tenfold Darknefs ; fudden, as the Spark 
From fmitten Steel ; from nitrous Grain, the Blase* 
Man, ftarting from his Couch, fhall deep no more I 
The Day is broke, which never more fhall dofe I 
Above, around, beneath. Amazement All ! 
Terror and Glory join'd in their Extremes ! 
Our G O D in Grandeur, and our World on Fire f 
All Nature flrnggling in the Pangs of Death I 
Doik thou not hear her ? Doft thou not deplore - 
Her flrong Convuliions, and her final Groan ? 
Where are nue mh-w ? Ah me I The Ground is gone, ^ 
On which we flood, LuorrvzO ! While thou may'fl. 
Provide more firm Support, or fmk for Ever ! 
Where ? How ? From whence ? Vain Hope I It is to© 
Where, where, for Shelter, fhall the Guilty fly, [late I 
When Conflemation turns the Good Man pale ? 

Great Day ! for which all other Days were made ;, 
For which .£ar/i& rofe from Cbaosj Man. from Earth j. 
And an Eternity, the Date of Gods,. 
Defcended on poor Earth-created Man! 

Great 
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Great Day of Dread, Deciiion, and Defpair ! 

At Thought of Thee each fublunary Wiftr 

Lets go its eager Grafp, and drops the World ; 

And catches at eacli Reed of Hope in Heaven. |] 

At Thought oi Thee ! — And art tliou ah/ent then ? 

Lorenzo ! No ; 'tis Here ; — it is. begun ; — 

Already is begun the Grand Affize, 

In Thee, in All : Deputed Confcience fcaks^ 

I'he dread Tribunal, and fbreAalls our Do(Kn ; 

Foreilalls ; and, by foreftalling, proves it Stire. 

Why on Himfelf ihoald Man <voiV Judgment pais } 

Is idle Nature laughing at her Sons } 

Who Cot:fciencs fent, her Sentence will fupport. 

And GOD Above afTert That -God in Man. 

Thrice happy They ! that enter nono the Court 
Heav'n opens in their Boibms : But, how rare. 
Ah me ! That Magnanimity, bow rwe ! 
What Hero, like the Man vrho ftands l^mfelf ^ 
Who dares to meet his naked Heart alone ; 
Who hears, intrepid, the full Charge it brings^ 
Refolv'd to filence future M«rraurs There ? 
The Coward flies ; and, flying, is undone. 
(Art thou a Coward? No) : The Coward flies ; 
Thinks, but thinks ilightly ; afks, but fears to knrjo ; 
Afks, <« IVhat is Truth?'' wfth Pilate ; and retires; 
Diflclves the Court, and mingles with the Throng; 
Afylum fad! from Reafon, Hope, and Heav'n ! 

Shall All, but Man, look out with ardent Eye, 
For that great Day, which was ordain'd for Man ? 
O Day of Confummation ! Mark fupreme 
(If Men are wife) of human Thought ! nor Icall, 
Or in the Sight of Angels, or their KING ! 
JlKgcIsy whofe radiant Circles, Height o'er Height, 
Order o'er Order rifing. Blaze o'er Blaze, 
As in a Theatre, furround This Scene, 

Intent 
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Intent on Man, and anxions for his Fate. 

Jffgels look out for Thee ; for Thee, their LORD, 

To vindicate His Glory ; and for Thee, 

Creation univeffal calls aloud. 

To dif-involve the m^ral World, and give 

To Nature^z Renovation brighter Charms. - 

Shall Man alone, whofe Fate, whofe final Fate, 
Hangs on that Hour, exclude it from his Thought ? 
I think of nothing elfe ; I fee ! I feel it ! 
All Naiurgy like an Earthquake, trembling round I 
All Deitiesy like Summer's Swarms, on Wing ! 
All balking in the full Meridian Blace ! 
I fee the Judge inthron'd ! The flaming Guard ! 
The Voliuue open'd ! Open'd ev'jy Heart ! 
A Sun-beaJo jxunting .out each fecret Thought I 
No Patron ! Interx%£br nonei Now pad 
The fweet, tl\e olement. Mediatorial Hour \ 
For Guilt ao Pka I To Pain ! no Paufe ! no Bouiid t 
Inexorable, All I. and All, Extreme ! 

Nor ^an alone ;.. the Foe of God and Man, 
From his dark Den, blafpheming, drags his Chain, 
And rears his brazen Front, with Thunder icarr'd i 
Receives 'his Sentence, and Begins his HelJ. 
All Vengeance paft, now, feems abundant Gxace ; 
Like Meteors in a flormy Sky, how roll 
His baleful Eyes ! He curfes whom he dread? ; 
And deems it the firft Moment of his Fall. 

*Tis pre/ent to my Thought ! — And yet where is it I 
Angels can't tell me ; Angels cannot guefi 
The Period ; from created Beings locked 
Jn J>arknefs. But the Procefsj and the Place^ 
Are lefs obfcure ; for Thefe may Man inquire. 
Say, Thou great Clofe of human Hopes and Fears J 
Great Key of Hearts ! Great Finiiher of Fates ! 
CireatEnd! and Great Beginning! Say,Wkefe art Thou? 

Art 
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Art thou in Timf, or in Eternity P 

Nor in Eternity^ nor Time^ I find Thee. 

Thefe, as Two Monarchs, on their Borders meet, 

(Monarchs of All elaps'd, or unarriv'd !) 

As in Debate, how beft their Pow'rs ally'd,^ 

May fwell the Grandeor, or difcharge the Wrath, 

Of HIM, whom both their Monarchies obey* 

Time, this vail Fabric for him built (and doom'd 
With him to fall) nouo buriUng o'er his Head ; 
His Lamp, the Sun, extinguiih'd ; from beneath 
The Frown of hideous Darknefs, calls his Sons 
From their long Slumber ; from Earth's heaving Womb^ 
To fecond Birth ; contemporary Throng ! 
Rous'd at One Call, npftarting from One Bed, 
Preft in One Croud, appaU'd with One Amaze> 
He turns them o'er. Eternity / to tbee. 
Then (as a King depos'd difdains to live) 
He £dls on his own Scythe ; nor falls alone ; 
His greatcH Foe falls with him ; Time, and He 
Who murder'd all Timers Offspring, Death, expire. 

TIME was! ETERNITY now reigns alone ^ 
Aweful Eternity ! offended Queen ! 
And her Refentment to Mankind, how jofl I 
With kind Intent, foliciting Accefs,. 
How often has flie knocked at human Hearts ! 
Rich to repay their Hofpitality, 
How often call'd ! and with the Voice of God I 
Yet bore Rcpulfe, excluded as a Clieat ! 
A Dream ! while fouleU Foes found Welcome then ! 
A Dream, a Cheat, »^wi;, all Things, but her Smile. 

For, lo ! her twice ten thoufand Gates thrown wid^i 
As thrice from Lidus to the frozen Pole, 
Wkh Banners, ftreaming as the Comet's Blaze, 
And Clarions, louder than the Deep in Storms, 
Sonorous as Immotul Breath can blow. 
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Four forth their Myriads^ Potentates, and Powers, 
Of Light, of Darknefs ; in a middle Fields 
Wide, as Creation ! populous, as wide ! 
A neutral Region ! there to mark th' Event 
Of that great Drama, whofe preceding Scenes 
Detained them clofe Spedators, thro' a Length 
Of Ages, rip'ning to this grand Refult ; 
Ages, ^ yet unnumber'd, but by God ; 
Who now, pronouncing Sentence, rindicates • 
The Rights of Virtue, and His own Renown. 

ETERNITY, the various Sentence paft, 
Afligns the fever *d Throng diftinft Abodes, 
Sulphureous, or Ambrofial ; What enfues ? 
The Deed predominant ! the Deed of Deeds ! 
Which makes a Hell of Hell, a Heav*n of Heav'n, 
The GoddefsyyAx^ determin'd Afpcdt, turns 
Her adamantine Key's enormous Size 
Thro' DelHny's inextricable Wards, 
Deep-driving ev'ry Bolt, on both their Fates. 
Then, from the Cryftal Battlements of Heaven, 
Down, ^own, fhc hurls it thro' the dark Profound, 
Ten thoufand thoufand Fathom ; there to mil. 
And ne'er unlock her Refolution more. 
The Deej refounds, and Hell, thro* all her Glooms, 
Returns, in Groans, the melancholy Roar. 

O how unlike the Chorus of the Skies ! 
O how unlike thofe Shouts of Joy, that (hake 
The whole Ethereal! How the Concave rings ! 
Nor ftrange ! when Deities their Voice exalt 5 
And louder far, than when Creation rofe. 
To fee Creation^ godlike Aim, and End, 
So well accomplilh'd ! fo divinely clos'd ! 
To fee the mighty DramatiJP% laft Ad 
(As meet) in Glory rifing o'er the reft. 
No fanfy'd God, a GOD, indeed^ defcends. 
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To folve all Kvoi^ ; to ftrike th« Moral home ; 
To throw full Day en darkcft Scenes of Time; 
To clear, commciiJ, exali, and crown the Whole. 
Jience, in one Peal of loud, eternal Praife, 
The cjiarm'd Spcftators thunder their Applaafe; 
And the vaft Void beyond, Applaufe refbunds. 

What then am I? ■ 

Amidft applauding Worlds, 
And Worlds celeftial, is there found on Earth, 
A peevifli, diffonant, rebellious Strings 
Which jars in the grand Chorus, and Complaimf 
Cenfure on Thee^ Lorenzo ! I fufpend. 
And turn it on My/elf; how greatly due ! 
All, All is Rigi't'y by Go D ordain'd or done ; 
And who, but God, refum'd the Friends He gave? 
And have I been Comflawing, then, fo Jono-' > 
Complaining of His Fwvmrs ; Paln^ and Death ? 
W^ho, without Ptf/«'s Advice, would e*er be Good? 
Who, without Deaths but would be Gt)od in vain ? 
Pain is to fave from Pain ; AH Puni/hment, 
'i o make for Peace ; and Death to fave from Death) 
And Second Death, to guard immortal Life • 
To roufe the Carelefs, the Prefumptuous awe 
And turn the Tide of Souls another Way ; 
jBy the fame Tendernefs Divine ordain 'd. 
That planted E^ieny and high-bloom'd for Man 
A fairer EJeny enJlcfs, in the Skies. 

Heav'n gives us PViends to blefs the prc/ent Scene ; 
kefumes them, to prepare us for the next. 
All Evils Natural are Moral Goods ; 
All Difcipline, Indulgence, Qn the Whole. 
None are unhappy ; M have Caufe to /mile 
But fuch as to Themfelves That Caufe deny. 
Our F/iults are at the Bottom of our Pains j 
Error, in ^J7, or Judgment , is the Source 
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Of endlefs Sighs : We fin^ or \Ve miftakir\ 

And Nature ax, when falfe Opinion iHngs* 

I^et impious Grief be baniih'd, Joy indulg'd ; 

Put chiefly tbtn^ when Grief puts in her Claim^ 

Joy from the Joyous^ frequently betrays, 

O/t lives in V^inity, and dies in Woe. 

Joy, anudft Jlls, corroborates, exalts ; 

'Tis Joy, and Conqueft ; Joy, and Virtue too^ 

A noble Fortitude in Ills ilelights 

Jieav'n, Earth, Ourfelve^ ; 'tis Duty, Glory, Pe^ce^ 

jiffliHion is the Good Man's fhining Scene ; 

frc/perity conceals his brighteft Ray ; 

As Night to Stars, Woi Luftre gives to Him* 

ileroes in Battle, • pilots in the Storm, ' 

And Virtue in Calamities, admire. 

The Crown of Manhood is a Winter- Joy ; 

An Evergreen, that Hands the Northern Blafl^ 

And blofToms in the Rigour of our Fate. 

*Tis a prime Part of Happinefs, to know 
JIow much Unhappinefs ntujl prove out Lot ; 
A Part which few po/Tefs ! I'll pay Life's T?ix, 
Without one rebel Murmur, from this Hour, 
JKor think it Mifery to be a Man ; 
Who thinks it is^ ihall never be a God. 
.Son» Ilk we wifti for, when we wifh to liye. 

What (^kti prdHd Paffionf-^'* * Wifh nfly Being loll'/i ; 
Prefumptuotts ! Blafphemous \ Abfurd ! and Falfe ! 
TThe Triumjfli'of my Soul is,— That I am ; 
And therefore that I m^ hc-^What ^ Lokeuzo ! 
Look Inward, and look Deep ; and dee^ dill | 
Unfathomably^ deep our Treafui'^ rtkn$ 
In golden Veins, thro* all Eternity ! 
Ages, and Ages,- ahd fuceeeding- ftiU 
New Ago> where thi^ Phantom of aa Hour, 

• JMrniog to the Firft Nfigbt, 

Which 
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Which courts, each Night, dull Slambery for Repair, 

Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praife. 

And Hy thro' Infinite, and All unlock ; 

And (if defenr'd) by Heav'n's redundant Love, 

Made half-adorable itfelf, adore ; 

And find, in Adoration, endlefs Joy! 

Where Thou, not Matter of a Moment bere^ 

Frail as the Flow'r, and fleeting as the Gale, 

May'ft boafl a ivbole Eternity^ ^nrich'd 

With All a kind Omnipotence can pour. 

Since Adam fell, no Mortal, uninfpirM, 

Has ever yet conceiv'd, or ever ihall. 

How Kind is GOD, how Great (ifGpod) is Mah. 

No Man too largely from Heav'n's Love can hope. 

If what is hop'd he labours to fecun. 

Ills ? — There are none : AU-Gracitm I none from Tbit\ 
From Man full Many ! Num'roos is the Race 
Of blackell Ills, and thofe Immortal too. 
Begot by Madnefs on fair Liberty ; 
Heav'n's Daughter, Hell-debauch'd ! Her Hand alone 
Unlocks Deftrudlion to die Sons of Men, 
Fail barr'd by Thine ; high-wall'd with Adamant, 
Guarded with Terrors reaching to this World, 
And cover'd with the Thunders of Thy Law ; 
Whofe Threats are Mercies <, whofe Injundlions, GmUi% 
Affixing, not retraining, Reafon^^ Choice ; 
Whofe Sandlions, una'voidabU Re/ults 
From Nature's Courfe, indulgently reveal'd • 
If unreveaPd, more Dang'rous, nor lefs Sure, 
Thus, an indulgent Father warns his Sons, 
" Do This ; Fly That"— nor always tells the Caufcj 
Pleas'd to reward, as Duty to his Will, 
A Conduft needful to their own Repofe. 

Great G o d of Wonders ! (if. Thy Love furvey'd. 
Aught clfe Xh^ >iame of Wonderful retains) 
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What Rocis are ne/e, on which to build our Truft ? 

Thy Ways admit no Blemiih ; none I find ; 

Or This alone—" Tlfot none is to he found.'* 

Not One, to foften Cenfure's hardy Crime ; 

Not One, to palliate pecvifh Grief \ Complaint, 

Who, like a Damon, murm'ring, from the Dull, 

Dares into Judgment call her Judge. — Supreme'!' 

For All I blefs Thee ; Moft, for the Sen;ere ; 

* Her DeaCth — my o-uun at hand — the fiery Gulph, 

That flaming Bound of Wrath Omnipotent ! 

It thunders ; — but it thunders to preferve ; 

It Jlrengthens what it ilrikes ; its wholfome Dread ^ 

Averts the dreaded Pain ; its hideous Groans - . 

Join Heav'n's iwcet Hallelujahs in thy Praife, 

(jreat Source of Good alone ! How Kind in All ! 

In Vengeance Kind ! Paiuy Deaths 'Gehenna^ SAVE*' 

Thus, in thy World material. Mighty Mindi 
Not that alone which folaces, and Jhinesy * 
The Rough and Gloomy, challenges our Praife, 
The Winter is as needful as the Spring ; 
The Thunder, as the Sun ; a ftagnate Mafs ; : 
Of Vapours breeds a pellilential Air : *• : . i ; " 

Nor more propitious the Fanjonian Breeze " ^ i .; I ■ : 
To Nature's Health, than purifying Storms: j - : i -c" ^ 
The dread Volcano minifters to Good. • > - " i. 

Its fmother'd Flames might undermine the Woi-W; '^ 
Loud -<dE'/»^ix fulminate in Love to Man ; " . i - ' • - I ' 
Comets good Omens are, when duly fcann'd ; ■ -'' ' 
And, in their Ufe, Eclipfes learn to fbine. 

Man is refponfible for Ills receiv'd ; ' ' ' • ^ ^ 
Thofe we call nvretchedzrc a chbien Band, ' ' 
Compell'd to refuge in the Right, for Pesice. 
Amid my Lift of Bleffings infinite. 
Stand This the foremoft, " That my heart hks bled:* - ' 

• • Lucia, 
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'Tis HeavVs laft E/Rnrt of Good-will to. Man ; 
When Pain can't blefs, Heav'n quits as in Defpair. 
Who faib to grieve^ when juft Occafion calls. 
Or grieves too macb, deferves not to be bleft ; 
Inhupian-, or EfFeminate, his Heart ; 
Reafin abfolves the Grief, which Reafon ends. 
May Heav'n ne*er tnift my Friend with Happincfsj 
Till it has tanght him how to bear it ^'ell. 
By previous Pain ; and made it fafr to fmiU ! 
Such Smiles are mine, and /uch may they remain ; 
Nor hazard their Extindion, from Excc^. 
My Change of Heart a Change of S/j/e demands ; 
The Consolation cancels the Complaint, 
And makes a Convert of my guilty Song. 

As when o'er-labour'd, and inclined to breathe, 
A panting Traveller, fomerifmg Ground, 
Some fmall Afcent, has gained, he turns him round. 
And meafures with his Eye the various Vale, 
The Fields* Woods, Meads, and Rivers, Ke has paftj 
And, fatiatc of his Journey, thinks of Home, 
Endear'd by Diilance, nor afFcds more Toil : 
Thus I, tho* fmall, indeed, is that Afcent 
The Mufe has gain'd, review the Paths ike trod ; 
Various, e^tenfive, beaten but by Few : 
And, confcious of her Prudence in Repofe, 
Paufe I a^id with PleaTure mediute an End, 
The* ftill remote ; fo fruitful is my Theme. 
Thro* many a Field of Morale and Di<uin€^ 
The Mufe haslhay'd; and much of Sorrow fees 
In human Ways ; and much pf Fal/e and y^ai/i ; 
Which none, who travel this bad Road^ can mifs. 
O'er Friend/ dieceas'dfviil heartily (he wept i 
Of L^ve Di'vine the Wonders Ihe difplay'd ; 
Prov'd Man immBrtal > ihew'd the Source of Joy ; 
The grand Tribunal rais'd ; a0ign'd the Bound* 

7 
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Of human Grief : In fenv^ to clofe die Whtfle, 
The Moral Mufe has fhadow'd out a Sketch, 
Though not in Form, nor with a Kapha iL-Strdke, 
Of Moft our Weaknefs needs bBlii<ve<^ ost 49^ . 
In this our Land of Travel, and of Hope, 
For Peace on £vrth^ or Profped of the ^SJ^ks, 

What then remains ? — Much! much ! a mighty Debt 
1*0 be difcharg'd : Thcfe Thoughts, O Night ! are 
From thed they came, like Lovers ieoret Sighs, [Thine 5 
While Others flept. So, Citnthia (Peets fdgn) 
In Shadows veiPd, fbft-fliding from her Sphere, 
Her^ Shepherd chear'd ; of Her enamour M lefs. 
Than I of Thee. — And art Thou ftiM unfung, 
'Beneath whofe Brow, and by whofe Aid, I fing? 
Immortal Silence !— Where ihall I begin f 
Where end ? Or how ileal Mufic from the Spheres^ 
To footh their Goddefs ? 

O nvajelKc Night ! 
Nature* s great Anceftw ! Day\ Elder^born ! 
And fated to furvive the tranfi^t Sun ! . . 
By Mortals, and Immortals, feen with Awe I 
A ilarry Crown thy Raven Brow adorns. 
An axure Zone thy Waift; Clouds, in Heav Vs Loom 
Wrought thro' Varieties of Sha^e and Shade, 
In ample Folds of Drapery divine. 
Thy flo>^ng Mantle form ; and, Heav'n throughout 
Voluminoufly pour thy pompous Train. 
Thy gloomy Grandeurs (Natuf^h moft ajiguft, 
Infpiring Afpeft !) claim a grateful Verfe ; 
And,, like a fable Curtain itarr*d with. Go]d> 
•Drawn o'er my Labours paft, fhall clofe the fcene. 

And what, O Man ! fo tmrihy to be fung ? 

What more prepares us for the Songs of Heaven ? 

Creation of Archangels is the Theme 1 ,^\^ 

What, to be fung, fo«f^«//*Jgl^/^VC^,Wi;.l) 

Mi ^ Celeitial 
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Celeftial Joys prepare us to fullain ? 

The Soul of Man, HIS Face defign'd to fee, 

IVho gave thcfe Wonders to be feen by Man, 

Has here a previous Scene of Obje£ls great^ 

On which to dwell ; to ftretch to that Expanfe 

Of Thought, to rife to that exalted Height 

Of Admiration, to contraft that Awe, 

And give her whole Capacities that Strength, 

Which befl may qualify for final Joy. 

The more our Spirits jm'c inlarg'd on Earthy 

The deeper Drauofht (hall they receive of Hea'vem. 

Heav'n's KING ! whofe Face unveiPd confummatcs j 

Redundant Blifs 1 which fills that mighty Void, [Bliff ; 

The whole Creation leaves in human Hearts \ 

THOU, who didft touch the Lip of Jesse's Son, 

Rapt in fweet Contemplation of thefe Fires, . 

And fet his Harp in Concert with the Spheres ! 

While of Thy Works Af^^r/W the Supreme 

I dare attempt, afHft my daring Song. 

Loofe me from Earth's Inclofurc, from the Sun*s 

ContraSied Circle fet my Heart at large ; 

Eliminate my Spirit, give it Range 

Thro* Provinces ©f Thought yet unexplcxr'd ; 

Teach me, by this ftupendous Scaffolding, 

Creation's golden Steps, to climb to THEE. 

Teach mc with Art great Nature to controul. 

And fpread a Lullre o'er the Shades of Night. 

Feel I Thy kind Affent > And fhall the Sun 

Be feen at Midnight^ rifihg in my Song ? 

Lorenzo! come, and warm thee : Thou, whofe Heart, 

Whofe little Heart, is xpoor'd within a Nook 

Of .this obfcure Terreftrial, Anchor weigh. 
. Another Ocean calls, a nobler Port ; 

/ am thy Pilot, / thy profp'rous Gale. 

Gainful thy Voyage thro' yon azure Main ; 

7 Main, 
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Main, without Tempefl, Pirate, Rock, or Shore ; 
And whence thou may'ft import eternal Wealth ; 
And leave to heggar^d Minds the fearl and Gold, 
Thy Travels doft thou boaft o'er foreign Realms ? 
Thou Stranger to the World ! thy. Tour begin ; 
Thy Tour thro* Nature's univerfal Orb^ 
Nature delineates her whole Chart at large, 
On foaring Souls, that fail among the Spheres ; 
And Ma?t how purbliad, if unknown, the Whole ! 
Who circles fpacious Earthy then travels beref 
Shall o.wn. He never was from Home before ! 
Come, my • Prometheus , from thy pointed Rock 
0{ falfe Anibition, if unchain'd, we'll mount ; 
We'll, innocently y. Ileal celeftial Fire, 
And kindle our Devotion at the Stars ; . 

A Theft, that ihall.not chain, but f^t thee free« . . 

Above our. Atmolphere's inteftine Wars, 

« . • ■ ■■ 

Rain's Fountain-Head, the Magazine of Hail ; 
Above the Northern Nefts of Ifeather'd Snows, 
Th^ Brew of Thunders, and the flaming Forge 
That forms the crooked Lightning j 'bovc the C^v^ 

Where infant Tempells wait their growing Wings, 
And tune their tender Voices to That Roar, 
Which fbon, perhaps, fhall fhalce a Guilty World ; 
Above mifconllru'd Omens of the Sky, 
Far-traveird Comet's calculated Blaze, 
E lance thy Thought, and think of Tnore than Man* 
Thy Soul, till now, contracted, withcr'd, Ihrunk,, 
Blighted by Blafts of £tfr/i»'s unwholfpme Air> 
Will bloflbm here ; fpread all her Faculties 
To thefe bright Ardors ; ^v^ry Pow'r unfbld^i 
And rife into Sublimities of Thought. 
Stars teachy as well as Jhine, At Nature's Birth^ 
Thus, their Commiffion ran — " Be kind to ManJ^ 

• Kight the Eighth. 

M '3 Where 
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Where art thou, poor benighted Traveller ! 
The Stars will Kght tfiee j the* the Mo&n fhould fidl. 
Where art Thou,, xnort benighted f more aflray ! 
lit Ways immoral. ? The Stars call thee back ; 
And^ if obey'd their Co(mfel,, fet thee right. 

This Profpedt vaft, what is it ? — Weighed aright, 
*Tis Nature's Syftem of Divinity, 
And ev'ry Student of die Nigtft infpires. 
*Tis eider Scripture, writ l^ G OD*s own Hand ; 
Scripture authentic ! uncorrupt by Man. 
Lorenzo ! with my Radius (the rich Gift 
Of Thought noftumal !) I'll point out to thee 
Its various Leflbns ; fome that may furpriib 
AaUn-adept in Myfterics of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, expe£ted in her School, 
Nor thought to' -gm^dn Planet, or Oh St^« 
Bulls, LioAs^ Scotpions, Mcto!fl:ers^ie WeTe^ % 
Ourfelves more monftroos^ not to fee ^\it kafe 
"Exifts indeed ; — aLe£lure to Mankind. 

What read we herer-^TV Exigence of a GOD ? 
Ves ;. arid of Other Beings, Man above j 
Natives, of JEtherl Sons of higher Climes ! 
And, what tnay move Lorenzo's Wonder moie» 
Etbknitv b written in the Skies. 
And whofe Eternity ?— Lorenzo ! Thine ; 
Mankind^ s Eternity. Nor Faith alone. 
Virtue grows. here; here fprings the fov 'reign Cure 
Of almoft ev*ry yice ; but chiefly Thine ; 
Wraths Pride^ AmhitioUy and impure Dejire^ 

Lorenzo ! Thou canA wake at Midnight too, 
Tho' not on Morals bent: Ambition^ Pleafure I 
Thofe Tyrants I foi: Thee fo * lately fought. 
Afford their harafs*d Slaves but flender Reft. 
Thou, to whom Midnight it immoral Noon,. 

• Night tbt fiflbth* 

And 
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And the Sun's noon-tide Bkze, prime Dawn of Day; 

Not by thy Climate, but capricious Crime^ 

Commencing one of our Antipodes / 

In thy nocturnal RoYe, one Moment halt, 

'Twixt Stage and Stage, of Riot, -and Cabal ; 

And lift thine Eye (if bfeld an Eye to lift, ' ' 

If bold to meet the Face of injm-'d Heav'n) ^ ' 

To yonder Stars : For other Ends they (hine, ' ■ . 

Than to light Revellers from Shame' to Shame* 

And, thus, be made Accomplices in Gailt. 

Why from yon Arch, that Infinite of Space, 
With Infinite of lucid Orbs replete, ' ■ 

Which fet the living Firmament on iPfre, f 

At the firft Glance, in fuch an Ovenvhelm ' ' 
Of Wonderful, on Man^s aikmiftiM Sight, ^ ' 

Rufties Omnipotence ?«*-1rofciirb'otir:PW45r 5 
Our ^f<z>« roufe, andlekd^k to Hillt-'Powa'* '- 

Whofe Love lets ^dowk xti^e «lVef Clbttil»^t^ i > 
To draw>llp'M\ah^Bi/£l%7iM^or'J!^^ ' 

And bind our 'thafii jtffiMmi io'^i '^Mi»« 
Thus the Three Virhies, ^kaft'aliVe xmifijotk* 
And weicbmM'on H^v^i^sCeaft wiA faioft :;ft[^s(iiiey 
An HumBlej Pure, ^d ffemmtly^mhideii HtUTt, 
Are /jere infpir*d : — And canft thou gaze too long ? 

Nor ftands thy TFratJlf deprived of its Reproof» 
Or tta-ttpbraided by this radislnt Choir. 
The Planets of each Syftem reprcfent 
Kind Neighbours ; mutual Amity prevails ; 
Sweet interchange of Rays, received, returned > 
Enlightening, and enlighten'd ! All, aton^> « 
Attrafting, and attracted ! Patriot-like, 
None fins againft the Welfare of the Whole ; 
But their reciprocal, unfelfifh Aid, 
Aifords an Emblem of MilUniUal Love. 
Nothing in Natutej^ much lefs tomjikus Being» 

M 4 WW 
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Wa« e'er created folely for Itfelf : 

Thus Man his fimWeign Duty learns in this 

liattrial Pidnre of Benevolence. 

And know, of zjl our fupercilious Race, 
Thou moft inflammable ! Thou Wafp of Men ! 
Man's angry Heai:t, infpeQed^ would be found 
As rightly ftt, a§ are the Starry Spheres ; 
'Tis Nature^ Stru^ure, broke by ilubbom Will^ 
Breeds all that un-celeflial Difcord there. 
Wilt thou not feel the Bias Nature gave ? 
Canft thou defcend from Converfe with the Skies, 
And feize thy Brother's Throat ?— For what — a CW* 
An Inch oi Earth f The Planets cry, " Forbear." 
They chafe our di^uble Darknefs ; Nature* z Gloom, 
And (kinder ftill !) our inteUeSiual Night. 

And fee^ J^fy^^ amiable Sifter fends 
Her Invitadp^y in the fofteft Rays 
Of mitigated: Luftre $ courts thy Sight, 
Which fuffers from her Tyrant^firother's Blaze. 
Night grants thee the full Freedom of the Skies, 
Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted Eye ; 
With X?fl»V», and Joy^ ihe bribes thee to be wife. 
Night opes the noblcft Scenes, and fheds an Awe, 
Which gives, thofe venerable Scenes full Weight, 
And deep. Reception, in th' in tender 'd Heart; 
While Light peeps thro' the Darknefs, like a Spy.; 
And Darknefs (hews its Grandeur by the Light. 
Nor is the Profit greater than the Joy, 
If human Hearts. at glorious Objeds glow. 
And Admiration can infpire Delight. 

What fpeak I more, than I, This Moment, feel ? 
With p|eafing Stupor firft the Soul is flruck 
(Stupor ordain'd to make her truly Wife I) : 
Then into Tranfpert ftarting from her Trance, 
With Love, and Admiration, how flie glows ! 

This 
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This gorgeous Apparatus ! This Difplay I 
This Oftentation of creative Power ! 
This Theatre !— what Eye can take it in ?" 
By what divine Inchantment was it raised. 
For Minds of the firft Magnitude to launch 
In endlefs Speculation, and adore ? 
Que Sun by Day, by Night Ten Thoufand fliine ;; 
And light us deep into the D E IT Y ; 
How boundlefs in Magnificence and Might ! 
O what a Confluence of ethereal Fires, 
From Urn's un-number'd, down the Steep of Heavcif^ 
Streams to a Point, and centrei^ in my Sighr ! 
Nor tarries there ; I feel it at my Hearjt. 
My Heart, at once, it humbles, and exalb ;; 
Lays it in Duft, and calls it to the 5kies. 
Who fees it unexaTted ? or unaw'd ^ • ' \' 

Who fees it, and can ftop at what is feeri ?' ' " 
Material Offspring of Gmn I POTENGE I: 
Inanimate, All-animating Birth ! 
Work worthy Him who made it ! Worthy Praift!? 
AllPraife! Praife w^/v tlian human ! nbrHeny'd^ 
Thy Praife DMne!-2viX. tho' Man, drowned iir'Sie%,'' 
With-holds his Homage^ noc«/p»^ Iwake'j- '• ■ *• -^ 
Bright Legions fwarni unfeenj and fingj unheard." •? 
By mortal Ear, th« glorious Architeft,, 
In This His univerfal Temple hung* 
With Luftres, with innumerable Lights, ' • ' ' '■ 

That fhed Religion on the Soul'; at once, ' ' ' ^ 
Tho Temple y and \\i& Preacher /• O hiowloufr * ' "-^ ^ *" - "- 
It calls Devotion ! genuine GfoWtK of iVajf/^ /' "" ' * '" *- 
Devotion! Daughter of Aftronomy !: •" ^ '^• 

An unde^vout Aflronomer is mad, : .. ij i»i:,'; / ,; \ 

True ; All Things fpcak a G O D ; but ih^ the SjnallL 
Men trace out Him \\fi Gi&Ltf He feiziesMan ■;: .'-'••■ 
Seizes^ and elevates, arid rapsV:aikl fillt "* ' -^ ■- .*-:X 
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With new Inquiries, 'mid Aflbciates new. 

Tell Bie, ye S.tars ! ye Planets ! tell me, all 

Ye Starr'd, and Planeted, Inhabitants! What is itf 

What are thefe Sons of Wonder ? Say,, proud Arch I 

(Withki whole azure Palaces they dwell) 

Built with divine Ambition I in DiiHain 

Of Limft bulft! buik in the Tafte of Heaven I 

Vaft Concave I Ample £)ome t Watt thou dei(ign*cl 

A meet Apar'tnient for the D E IT V ? — 

Not lo ; That Thought alone thy State impairs. 

Thy Lo/ly fmks, and ihallows thy Frofiund^ 

And ilreightens thy Diffufivti dwarfs the Whole^ 

And makes an UniTerfe an Orrety, 

But when I drop mine Eye, and look on Man,^ 
Thy Right regained, thy Grandeur is reflor'd, 
O Nature ! wide Hies oiF th* expanding Round. 
As when whole Magazines^ at once, are fir'd. 
The finkten Air is hoUow'd by the Blow ; 
The vatt Difptofion diifipates^ the Clouds ; 
Shock'd Other's BiJiows dafh die diflant Skies f 
Thus (but &r more) th' expanding Round flies off^ 
And leaves a mighty Void> a fpacioua Wombj- 
Might teem with new Creation ; re-iniiam'd 
Thy Luminaries tiiumpK, and aflume 
Divinity themfelves^ Nor was it Grange,. 
Matter high- wrought to fudi furprifing Pomp^ 
Suck godlike Glory,, ilole the Style of Gods,, 
From- Ages- dark, obtufe, and (leep'd- in Senfi ; 
For,, fiire, to Sen/e, they truly are divine. 
And kalf-abfo^'d Idolatry from Guilt ;; 
Nay, tum'd it into Virtue. Such it 'war 
In thoie,, who put forth all they had ofMax 
Unlofb,. to- li^ their Thought, nor mounted higher ; 
But^ weak o£ Wing, 9n^ Planets perch'd ; and thought 
iiFl»LT.ras their Higheft, mi& be their Ador'iL. 
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But They how tveaJif who could no higher mount ? 
And are there, then, Lorenzo ! Thofe, to whom 
Unfeen, and UnexiHent, are the Same ? 
And if Incomprehenfible 14 joiti'd, ' 
Who dare pronounce it Madnefs, to Mievft 
Why has the mighty Builber throwQ afide 
All Meafure in His Work ; flxetch'd out His Line 
So far, and fpread Amazement o'er &e Whole f 
Then (as He took Delrght in wide Extremes), 
Deep in the Befom of His Univerfe, 
Dropt down that nas^mng Mite, that Inie^, Man^ 
To crawl, and gaze, and wonder at the Scetie ?^- 
That Man might ne'er prefume to plead Am^^meikl 
For Dilbelief of Wonders in Himfolf. . 
Shall God be lefs miraculous, than what 
His Hand has foimM ? Shall Myfteries defcend 
From Vn-myfteriqus ? Things more £levat4» ' 
Be more familiar ? Uncreated lie 
More obvious than Created, to the 6rafp 
Of human Thought ? The more of Wondeifal 
Is heard in Him^ the more we fhould aflent. 
Could we conceive Himy G O D He could not be ; 
Or He not GOD, or ouf could not be "Men, 
A G O D alone can comprehend a G O D 5 
MaiC% Diftance how immenfe ! On fiuh a Theme, 
Know This, Lorenzo ! (feem it ne'er fo ftrange) 
Nothing can fattsfy, but what confounds ; 
Nothing, but what aftonijhes^ is true. 
The Scene thou feeft, attefts the Truth I firig. 
And ev'ry Star (heds Light upon thy Cr6ed. 
Thefe Stars, this Furniture, this Coft of Heaven, 
Jf but reported^ thou hadft ne'er' believ'd j 
But thine Eye tells thee, the konianee is- true. 
The Grand of Natwie is th' Almighty's Oath^ 
In Reaffnft Cot«rt,' to filencc UnbieUef^ . . 

- M 6 Hwf 
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How my Mind» op'ning at this Scene, imbibes 
The moral Emanations of the Skies. 
While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo lefs admires! 
Has the Great Sovereign fent Ten thoufand Worlds. 
To tell US, He reHdes above them AlU 
In Glory'f unapproachable Kecefs ? 
And dare Eartb^^ bold Inhabitants deny 
The fumptttous, the magnific Embafly 
A Moment's Audience ? Turn we, nor will hear 
jFrom whom they come, or what they would impart 
For man's Emolument ;, fole CauTe jthat fh>ops , 
Their Grandeur to Man's Eye ? Lor..bkzo ! roufe ; 
I^t Thought, awaken'd,. ^e the lightning's Wing,. 
And glance from Ball to Well, from Pole to Pole^ 
Who fees, but- is unfounded,, or convinc'd ?. 
Renounces Rimfitk^or a G O D adores ? 
Mankind w^ jfeni 4nto th» World to fie :■ 
Sight Igives the Science needful to their Peace* ;■ 
That obvious Science afks finall Learning's Aid- 
Wouldft thou on Metaphyiic Pinions foar. ? 
Or wound thy Patience amid Logic Thorns ?• 
Or travel Hillory's enormous Round ? 
ifature no fuch hard Talk injoins : She gav€ 
A Make to Man diieftiye of his Thought ; 
A Make'fet upiight, pointing to the Stars, 
As who fhould fay,. ** Read thy chief Leffpn there^** 
Too late to read this Manufcript of Heaven, 
When, like a Parchment- Scroll,, fhrunk up by Flames,, 
it folds Lorenzo's LefFon from his Sight. 

Leffon how various^! Not the God alone,. 
I fee yis Miftifters ; I fee^. diiFus'd. 
In radiant Orders, E0ences fublime^ 
Of various Offices, of various Plume,. 
In heav*n}y Liveries, diftin^ly, clad> 
Ax^SxSi, Green, Purj)lc, Pearl, or downy Gold^ 

0^ 
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Or all commix'd ; th€y Hand, with Wings outfpread, 
Lift'ning to catch the Matter's leaft Command, 
And fly thio' Nature^ ere the Moment ends ; . 
Numbers innumerable 1 — Well conceived , 

By Pagafty and by Chriftian ! O'er each Sphere 
Prefidcs an Angel, to dired its Courfe, 
And feed,' or fan, its Flames ; or to diicharge ■ 
Other high Trufts unknown. For Who can fee • 
Such pomp of Matter, and imagine, Mind^ 
For which along Inanimate wa& made,. 
More fparingly difpens'd ? That nobler Son^ . 
Far liker the great SIRE !— 'Tis thus the Skie* 
Inform us of Superiors numberlefs. 
As much, in £x<eilencef above Mankind, 
As above Earthy in Magnitudey the Spheres. 
Thefcy as a Cloud of Witnefles, hang o'er us ; 
In a throng'd Theatre are all oar Deeds.;, 
Perhaps, a Thoufaild Demigods defcend 
On ev'ry Bea^n we fee, to walk with Men.. 
Aweful Refleftion ! Strong Reibabtfrom 111 t 
Yet, here, our Virtue finds ftill flronger Aid 
From thefe ethereal Glories Seuje {\xntys. 
Something,, like Magic, Urikes from this blue Vault;; 
With juft Attention. is it view'd? We feel 
A fudden Succ6ur, nn-implor'd, unthought ; 
Mature hcrfelf docs Half the Work of Matu 
Seas, Rivers,. Mountains, Forcils, Deferts, Rocksj, 
The Promontory's Height, the Depth profound 
Of fubterranean, excavated Grots, 
Black-brow'd, and vaulted high,, and yawning wide 
From Nature^s Strudlure, or the Scoop of Time ; 
If ample of Dimenfion, vail of Size, 
Ev'n Tbe/e an aggrandizing Impulfe give ; 
Of folemn Thought enthufiaflic Heights 
Ev'n.r/&^infufe.,— But what o£ Vail in Ti^^;^^ 
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N^cthing ;-^or we muft own the Skies fbrgbt. 
Much Icfs in.^r/.— V«n Art ! Thou Pigmy-Power I 
llow doft thoa fwell, and ftrut> with human Pride, 
To (hew thy Linlenels ! What childifti Toys, 
Thy watry Columns fquirted to the Clouds ! 
Thy bafon'd Rivers, itod imprilbn'd Seas ! 
Thy Mountains moulds intb Forms of Men ! 
Thy hundred-gated Cdfitdi ! Or Thofe 
Where Three Diys Travel left us much to ride ; 
Gazing on Miritcles by Mortals wrought. 
Arches triumphal. Theatres immeftfe. 
Or nodding Gttrdens pendent in Mid- Air! 
Or Templet proud to meet their Gods Half-way ! 
Yet Thefe afFedl us in no common Kind. 
What then .the Force of foch fuperior Scenes ? 
Enter a Temple, it will ftrike an Awe : 
What Awe from This die DEITY has built? 
A Good Man feen, tho' filent, Counfel gives : 
The touch'd Spcftator wifhcs to be Wife : 
In a bright Mirror His own Hands have inade» 
Hen we fee Something like the Face of GOD. 
Seems it not then enough, to fay, Lorenzo ! 
To Man abandoned, «< Haft thoufeen the Skies? 
* And yet, fo thwarted Nature's kind Defign 
By daring Man, he makes her facred Awe 
.(That Guard from 111) his Shelter, his Temptation 
To more than common Guilt, and quite inverts 
Celeftial Art*s Intent. The trembling Stars 
See Crimes gigantic, talking thro* the Gloom 
With Front erefi, that hide their Head by Day, 
And making Night ftill darker by their Deeds. 
Slumb'ring in Covert, till the Shades defcend. 
Rapine and Murder^ link'd, now prowl for Prey. 
The Mifer earths bis Ttt^Soxt \ ^A.^feft Thief, 
Watching the Mole, >lali-)at%SM»"^^^^'^'«^* 
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Now I'hiss and ioxACtm/piraciisr awake; 

And, muffling up their Horrors from the MdOrt,. 

Havock and Sevaftation they prepare. 

And Kingdoms" tdtt*rihg inUe Field df Blood. 

Now Sons of Riot in "Mid-ReVel Hge. 

What (hall I do MStippfrfs it ? ol- ^ttbclalm; f— 

Why Jleeps the Yhtlnder? •'Nbw, LoIrlbn^^'o ! tiOW^ 

His bell Friend*8 Gotich the tiXik Adidtfcrei' 

Afcendsfeccire ; aild laUghs at'Gods and Men., 

Prepoft'rous Mkdinen, void oJf^Fear or Sh^ne> 

Lay their Crimes bare to thefe chaftc'Eyes of HeaVen^ 

Yet flirfeik, aiid fhudder> at a Mortal's Sight. , 

Were M06n, and Stars, for Villains enfy made ? . 

To guii/e, yeiJcreeM them, with tenebrious light? 

No; they were macie to faihibft' the' SiibUme 

Of human Hearts, and wijer make the Wi/e^ 

Thofe Ends were aiffwer^d once ; when Mortals liir'4 
Of Stronger Wing, of Aquiline Aicent 
In Theory Sublime. O how unlike 
Thofe Vermm of the Night, this Moment fung^ 
Who crawl oh ^Earihy and on Ji^r Venom feed ! 
Thofe antient Sages, Human Stais ! Thdy met 
Their Brothers of the Skiis^ ^i Midnight Hour ; 
Their Counfel afk'd ; and, what they a&'d, Qhey^d* 
The Stagtrite, and Plato, He who diahk 
The poifon'd BoWl, and He ofTu/cklum, 
With Him of Corduha (immortal Names !) 
In thefe Unbounded, and'Eljffioji, Walks, 
An Area fit for' Gods, and Godlike Men^ 
They took their nightly Round, thro* radiant Paths 
By Strapks trod ; infiru£led, chiefly, thaxs. 
To tread in Their bright Footfleps here Below > 
To walk in Worth ftill brighur than the Skies. 
There^ they contradled their Contempt of Eortb % 

OfHQpcs eteilUd kkidl«'d> Ti^cri > ^Tv&^\ 
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nere^ as in near Approach, they glow*d, and grew 
(Great Vifitants !) more intimate with g6d. 
More worth to Men, more joyous to Tbem/el'vesi 
Thro' 'various Virtues ^ they, with Ardor, ran 
The Zodiac of their leam'd, illafh-ious Lives. 

In Chnftian Hearts^ O for a Pagan Zeal I 
A needful^ bat opprobrious Pray'r ! As muck 
Oxajfrdor LeG» as Greater is our Lighu 
How monfbottS' This ia, Morals / Scarce more Ibange 
Would this Phanomenon in Nature ftrike, 
A Sm^ that froze us, or a Star^ that warm'd. 

What taught thefe Heroes of the Moral World I 
To Thefe thou giv'Il thy Praife, give Credit too ; 
Thcfe Doctors ne'er were penfipn'd to deceive thee; 
And Pagan Tutors, arc thy Tafte^ — They taught,, 
Tbaty Narrow Views betray to Mifcry i 
STbaty Wife it is to comprehend the Whole r 
That 9 Virtue rofe from Nature ^ ponder'd . well. 
The fingle Bafe of Virtue built to Heaven : 
That 9 GOD, sxid Nature, our Attention .claim. :; 
Tbat, Nature is the Glaf^ reflc&ing GOD,. 
As, by the Sea, reflefted is the Sun,, 
Too glorious to be gaz'd on in his Sphere i. 
That, Mind immortal loves immortal Aims : 
That, houndlefs Mind affecls a houndlefs Space :. 
That, Vaft Surveys, and the Sublime of Things,. 
The Soul affimilate, and make her Great :. 
That, therefore, Heav'n her Glories, as a Fund 
Of Infpiration, thus fprcads out to Man. 
Such are their Dodlrines ; Such the Night infpir'd. 

And what more true ? What Truth of greater Weight ? 
The Soul of Man was made to walk the Skies ; 
Delightful Outkt of her Prifon Here ! 
There, difmcumber'^ from her Chains, the Ties 
Of Toys terreilrial, fhe can Jove at large : 

. r. There s 
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There y freely can refpire, dilate, extend, ' ' 

In full Proportion let loofe all her Powers ; 

And, undeludedy grafp at fomething Greiat. 

Nor, as a Stranger, does fhe wander There ; 

But, wonderful Herfelf, thro' Wonder ftrays ; 

Contemplating their Grandeur, finds hen vwn ; 

Dives deep in their Oeconomy divine. 

Sits high in Judgment on their various Laws, > 

And, like a Mafter, judges not amifs. . * 

Hence greatly pleas'd, and juiUy proud, the Soul 

Grows confcious of her Birth celeflial : breathes 

More Ud^^ more Vigour, in her native Air j 

And feels hejtfelf ai home am'png the Stars ; ^ 

And, feeling, . emulates her Country's Praiie* 

What call we, then, the Firmament, Lorenzo?-^. 
As Eartb the Body, £nce, the Skiei fuHaxn v. 

The Soul with Food, th^t gives immortal Life^ 
Callit^ The noble Failure of the Mtnd\ 
Which there expatiates, ibrengthens, and exults. 
And riots, thro' the Luxuries^ of Thought- 
CaU it, the Garden of the DEITY, 
BiofTomM with Stars, redundant in the Growth 
Of Fruit ambrofial ; moral Fruit to Man. 
• Call ity The Breafl-platc of the true High-Prieft, 
Ardent with Gems oracular, that give. 
In Points of higheft Moment, right Refponfe ; 
And ill pegledled, if we prize our Peace. 
Thus, have we found a true Aftrology ; 
Thus, have we found a new, . and noble Seufe, 
In which alone Stars govern human Fates. 
O that the Stars (as fome have feignM) let fall 
Bloodfhed, and Havock, on embattled kealm$. 
And refcu'd Monarchs from fo black a Guilt ! 
Bourbon ! this Wilh how gen'roqs in a Foe ! 
Wouldll thou be great, wouldft thou become a God, 

And 
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And flick thy deathleTs Name among the Stan^' 
For mighty Conqnefts on a Needle's Point ? 
Inflead of forging Chains for F^rei^nersy 
BafttU thy Tutor : Grandear All thy Aim ? 
As yet thou know'ft not what it is : How Great, 
How Giorions, iiftn^ appears the Mind of Man, 
When in it AH the Stars, and Planets, Toll ! 
And v/hsLtif/cimsy it /V ; Great Objefls make 
Great Minds, enlarging as their Vi^hvs -enlarge ; 
TJhcJe tlill more Godlike, as TJI^/e more Divine. 

And '-more divine than T&efi, thou canfl not (ee. 
Dazled, o'erpowV*d, with the delicioms D^-aaght 
Of mifcellaneous Splendors, h(tA^ I refel 
From Thought to Thought, inebriate j Vithottt'Endl 
An l5«it», TWs ! a Par Ai)i se unUffi / 
I meet the DEITY Wev'fyVfew, 
And trei&ble kt hi/ Nak^dneft befbte H&i ! 
O that I could but leachthe TVa ef^! ' 

For Here it grbws, • ttnguai^ fi*m tmr Taite : 
No Flaming Snvord dcni^s^ dni^Erftfartci Bert ; 
Would Man but gather, '' hfc might *W fii- ^A-. 

Lo KtUi:o\ 'much of Aforai^ lfaft= thdu' ffen. 
Of curious Arts art thou more fbiid } Then taurk 
The Mathematie Glories Of the Skies, 
In Number, Weight, and MeafUre, All Ordain'd. 
LoRENZb^s boafted Builders, ChoHce^ and Fatiy 
Are left to finifli his aerial Towfers ; 
Wi/domy land Choice^ their well-knoWn Charafter* 
Here deep ifnprefs ; and daim it'for their Own. 
Tho' fplendid All, no Splendor void of Ufe ; 
Vfe rivals Be^ty : Art contends with Power j 
No wanton Wafte, amid effufe Expence ; 
The Great Oeconomist adjufting All 
To prudent Pomp, magnificently Wife. 
How rich the TProCjeaX m^l^x ci« t«w\ 
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And neweft to the Man that views it mojl ; 

For Newer ftill in Infinite fucceeds. 

Then, Thefe aerial Racers, <0 how fwifti 

How the Shaft loiters from the flrongeft String ! 

Spirit Alone can diil^nce the Career. 

Orb above Orb afcending withoat End ! 

Circle in Circle, without End, indosMI 

Wheel within Wheel; Ezekiel ! like to Thine! 

Like Thine, it leeins a Vifion, or a Dream ; 

Tho' feen^ we labour to believe it true ! 

W^iat Involution ! What Extent ! What Swarms 

Of Worlds, that laugh at Em'tb I immenfely Great ! . 

Immeniely diitant frtm each other's Spheres ! 

Wh^ then, the w6nd'rons Space thro' which they roll? 

At once it 'qUite ingulphs all human Thought ^ 1 

•Ti3Comprchenll6n'ia/f6toe'berca^ ^ . . ; 

Nor thiifk thou Teeft a wild Difbfder'Eere ; ~ 
Thro' this illnlbioas Chaos to the Slgh^ 
Arrangemdnt neat, and chafieft Order, reigiu 
The Path prdciib'd, Inviolably kept. 
Upbraids the kwlefs Sallies of Majikirid, 
Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ;' , 
What Knbts are tyM ! How foon arc they diflblv'd. 
And fet the feeming 'marry'd Planets free ! 
They rove for ever, without Error rove ; 
Confu£on unconfiiis'd ! Nor lefs admire 
This Tumult untumultuous ; All on Wing \ 
In Motion, All ! yet what pipfound Repofe ! 
What fervid Adtion, yet no Noife ! as aw'd 
To Silente, by the Prefence'of their LORD ; 
Or hufh'd, by His Command, in Love to Man, 
And bid let fall foft Beams on human Reft, 
Refllefs themfelves. On yon cserulcan Plain, 
In Exultation to Their GOD, and Thine, 
They dance, they ling cxeTnaV ^\x\yCi!&^^ 



sfo Tbe CpH.sp.i.ATi9.«[y Nighty. 

SitnialtCelebntion oT/Rf Praife. ,..,.- ^ , 
Bat, fiocc tkiir ja^amTcs iiotiU Otir'E|Biv ,\' „ 

¥tit HuregtffLU ta ^ j^eefleft towti. . [ 

Mark, liow the lafyrimiiiM Turns, tiiey takCt 

The Circles intHotce, an^ myflic Maze^ 

Weave ^e gr^nJ Cypher of Qm«i/tff«» ; ■- ■■ ^ 

To C#W>, JiowCreat! h6w Legib)e.U)'Jb^dM'/ V 

Leavulb m^u'Wonder greater Wonder ,4^|1 
Where ar^ ^ raiiirj that fupport tlie'/sIuA^ 
What more than Ailanuan Shoulder props 
Th* incumbent Load ? What Magic, what ftrange A(t, 
In Unid Air thefe pond'rous Ofbs fuftains f 
^Who would not think them hung in [jolden Chains E— 
3tto To they are j in [he high Will of Heavctj, 
wudi fixes AIl^ makes Adamant of Air, 
Or Air of Adamant; makes All of Nought, 
Or Nought of All j xl/uch the dread Dec^^.. 

Imagine from their deep Foundations torn 
The inoft' gigantic Sons of Earth, tJie broad i 

And tovv'ring Alpi, all toft into the Sea ; 
And, light as Down, or volatile as Air, , 

Their ^ulks Atormou dancing im the Wares, 
Is Time, and Meaflire, exquiftte ; while 'all' 
The Winds, inEmuTationofthe Spheres,.' 
Tone their foDOrous Inftrumenu' aloft j ' ' 

The Concert fwell, aiid.animate the Ball. '.' ' 
Would this appear aaiazibg ? What.'tjicn, Worlds, , 
In a far thinner EleiriehtflSftaih'd," ■ .'■ 
And afting tticJahie Fart, with gRatei-' SUciH, 
filore rapid Movement, and for noble^ fWi t . 

More chiifut Ends to pafs, are riot thefe' Sjars 
The Seats Majeftic, proud Imperial Thrqnes, 
On which aAgelic IJelegates of Heaven, 
At certain Periods, ^ ijh^ SiSv'itEiCN nods', 

' ■''■ '■■liifcMge 
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Difcharge high Trulls oi Fengeance^ or oi Love ; 
To cloathe, in outward , Grandeur, Grand Defign, 
And A6ls moft Solemn ftill more fokmnize ? 
Ye Citizens of Air ! what ardent Thanks, 
What full EfFufion of the grateful Heart, 
Is due from Man indulged in fuch a Sight I 
A Sight fo noble ! and a Sight fo kind ! 
It drops new. Truths at f v'ry nenv Survey ! 
Feels not Lorenzo; Son^e thing flir within , 
That fvyeeps away all Period ? As Thefe Spheres. 
Meafure Duration, they no lefs infpire 
The Godlike Hope of Ages without End. 
The boundlefs Space^ thro' which thefe Rovers take 
Their reftlcfs Roam, fuggells the Sifter-Thought 
Of boundlefs Time. Thus, by kind Nature's Skill, 
To Man un-Iabour'd, that, important Gueft, 
ExERNiTy, finds Entrance at the $ight .: 
And an Eternity ^ for Man ordain'd. 
Or Thefe his deflin'd Midnight Counfellors, 
The StaYsy had neVcr whifper'd it to Man. 
^ AT \j Kt infer msy hut n^'cr in/ults, her Sons. 
Could flie then kindle the nioft ardent Wilh . 
To difappoint it ? — That is Blafpheiiiy-* 
Thus, of thy Creed a Second Article, 
Momentous, as th'Exiilence of a GOD, 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought^ 
And thou may'ft read tfiy ^oul immortaly Here. 

Wtrty then, Lorenzo ! on thefe Glories dwell ; 
Nor want the gilt, illuminated Uopf,.», . 
That calls the wretched Gay to dark Delights. 
Ajfemblees /^—This is one divinely bright ; . 
Herey un-endanger'd in Health, Wealth, or Fame, 
Range thro' the faireft, and the Sultan fcorn, 
He^ wife as Thw^ no Crefcent holds io fair. 
As That, which on his Turbant awes a World ; * 
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And thinks the Moon is proud to copy Him. 

Look oii her, and gain more than Worlds can give, 

A Mtnd foperior to the Charms of Fvkver. 

Thou muffled in Deloiions of this Life ! 

Can yonder Moon turn Ocean in his Bed, 

From Side to Side, in conllant Ebb, and Flow, 

And purify from Stench his \vatry Realms ? 

And fails her moral Influence ? Wants fhe Power 

To turn Lorenzo's Ihibbom Tide of Thought 

From flagnating on Eerik's infcded Shore, 

And purge from Nuifance his corrupted Heart ? 

Fails her Attraftion when it draws to Heaven ? 

Nay, and to what thou valu'll more. Earth's Joy ? 

Minds elevate, and panting for l/ft/een. 

And defecate from Sen/r^ alone obtain 

Full Relilh of Exillcnce un-deflowcr'd. 

The Life of Life, the Zeft of worldly blifs- 

All elfe on Earth amounts— -to what ? To This : 

** Bad to be Suffered; Blessings to be Left :** 

Earth's richeft Inventory boalls no more. 

Of higher Scenes be, then, the Call obeyed. 
O let me gaze ! — Of Gazing there's no End. 
O let me think !— Thought too is wilder 'd berei 
In Mid-way Flight Imagination tires ; 
Yet foon re-prunes her Wing to foar anew. 
Her Point unable to forbear, or gain ; 
So great the Pleafure, fo profound the Plan ! 
A Banquet, This, where Men, and Angels, meet, 
Eat the fame Manna y mingle Earth, and Heaven. 
How diAant fome of thefe nodurnal Suns ! 
So diftant (fays the Sage), 'twere not abfurd 
To doubt, if Beams, fet out at Nature's Birth, 
Are yet arrived at this fo foreign World ; 
I'ho' nothing half fo rapid as their Flight, 
An Eye of Awe and Wonder let me ro5 

And 
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And roll for tver : Who can fatiate Sight 

In Jucb a Scene ? in fuch an Ocean wide 

Ofdcep Aftoniihment? Where Depth, Height^ Breadth^ 

Are loil in their Extreinej ; and where to cou^t 

The thick-fowa Glories in this Field of Fire, 

Perhaps a Serapb^s Computation fails. 

Now, gOy Ambition ! boail thy boundlefs Might 

In Conquefty o'er the Tenth Part of a Grain* 

And yet Lorenzo calls for Miracles, 
To give his tott'ring Faith a folid Bafe* 
Why call for Lefs than is already thine ? 
Thou art no Novice in Theology ; 
What is a Miracle ? — 'Tis a Reproach, 
*Tis an implicit Satire, on Mankind ; 
And while it fatisfies^ it cenfures too. 
To Common-Senfe, Great Nature's Courfe proclaims 
A D E I T Y ; When Mankind falls afleep, 
A Miracle is fent, as an Alarm, 
To wake the World, and prove Him o'er again^ 
By recent Argument, but not moxQ flrong. 
Say, Which imports more Plenitude of Power, 
Or Nature's Laws to /!*-, or to repeal ? 
To make a Sun, ox flop his Mid-Career? 
To countermand his Orders, and fend back 
The flaming Courier to the frighted EAft^ 
Warm'd, and aftoniOi'd, at his Ev'ning Ray ? 
Or bid the Moon^ as with her Journey tir'd. 
In Jjalon'% foft, flow'ry Vale repofe ? 
Great Things are The(e ; ilill Greater, to create. 
From Adam's Bow'r look down thro' the whole Train 
Of Miracles ; — Refiftlcfs is their Power ? 
They do not, can not, more amas^ the Mind, 
Than T\m^ called un-miraculous Survey, 
If^^wcigli'd, ifrii/wW^feen', 
If ff^Q with human Eyes. The BtuXty xsAsfsA^-^ 
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Sees nought but Spangles here ; the Fcoi, no more. 

Say'ft thou, " The Courfe of Nature governs All ?*' 

The Cwrje of Nature is the^^ of-GOD. 

The Miracles thoo call'ft for. This atteft ; 

For fay, Could Nature Nature* ^ Courfe- con troul ? 

But, Miracles apart, who fees HIM not, 
^/2/«rf'sCoNTROULF.R, AuTHOR, GuiDK, and End? 
Who turns his Eye on Nature^ s Midnight Face, 
But muft inquire — " What Hand behind the Scene, 
** What Arm Almighty, put thefe wheeling Globes 
*< In Motion, and wound up the vail Machine? 
^ Who rounded in his Palm thefe fpacious Orbs ? 
" Wlio bowrd them flaming thro* the dark Profound, 
<« Numerous as glittVing Gems of Morning-Dew, 
** Or Sparks from populous Cities in a Blaze, 
«•' And fet the Bofom of Old Night on Fire ? 
** Peopled her Defcrt, and made Horror /mile ?^* 
Or, if the Military Style delights thee, 
(For Sta'rs have fought their Battles, leaguM with Man) 
Who marfhals tliis bright Hoft ? Enrolls their Names ? 
Appoints their Port, their Mnrches, and Returns, 
Punctual, at dated Periods ? Who difbands 
Thefe VetVan Troops, their final Duty done. 
If e'er difbanded ?**— HE, whofe potent Word, 
Like tlie loud Trumpet, levy'd firft their Powers 
In Night^s inglorious Empire, where they flept 
In Beds of Darknefs ; arm'd them with fierce Flames, 
Arranged, and difciplin'd, and cloath'd in Gold ; 
And call'd them out of Chaos to the Field, 
Where now they war with Vice and U ft belief, 
O let us join This Army ! Joining Thefe, 
Will give us Hearts intrepid, at That Hour, 
When brighter Flames fhall cut a darker Night ; 
When thefe ilrong Demonilrations of a GOD 

Shaa 
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Shall hide their Heads, or tumble from their Spheres, 

And One eUmal Curtain cover All ! 

Struck at that Thought, as new-awak'd, I lift 

A more enlightened Eye, and read tlie Stars 

To Man.ftill more propitious ; and their Aid 

(Tho* guiltlefs of Idolatry) implore ; 

Nor longer rob them of their nobleft Name. 

O ye DMders $/ mj^Time! Ye bright 

Accomptants of my Days, and Months, and Years, 

In your fair Kalendar diftindUy mark'd ! 

Since that authentic, radiant Regiiler, 

Tho' Man infpeds it not, ftands good againil him ; 
Since T»u^ and Years, roll on, tho' Man Hands (Ull ; 

/Teach me my Day* to number, and apply 

My trembling Heart to Wifdom ; now beyond 

All fhadow of Excufe for fooling On. 

Age fmooths our Path to Prudence ; fweeps afide 

The Snares, keen Appetite^ and Paflion, fpread 

To catch ftray Souls j and Woe to that grey Head, 

Whofe Folly would undo, what Age has done ! 

Aid, then, aid, All ye Stars !— Much rather, T HO tT, 

Great ARTIST! Thou, whofe Finger fet aright 

This exquiiite Machine^ with all its Wheels, 

Tho* intervolv'd, exad ; and pointing cut 

Life's rapid, and irrevocable Flight, 

With fuch an Index fair, as none can mifs. 

Who lifts an Eye, nor fleeps till it is closed. 

Open «/«r Eye, Dread DEITY! to read 

The tacit Doctrine of thy Works ; to fej 

Things as they arey un-alter'd thro' the Glafs 

Of worldly Wifhes. TinUy Eternity ! 

('Tis Thefe, mif-meafur'd, ruin all Mankind) 

Set them before me ; let me lay them Both 

In equal Scale, and learn their various Weight. 

Let Tinu appear a M^mnt^ as it./V; 

N KsA. 
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Aad let Etemiiy^i mil Orb, at once. 
Turn on my Soul, and ftrike it into Hetren. 
When ihall I fee far more than ckanns me Now ? 
Gaze on Creation's Model in Tfy Breaft 
Unveird, nor wonder at the Tranfcript more ? 
When, This vile, foreign, Duft, which fmothers All 
That travel EartH's deep Vale, fhaU I fhake off? 
When ihall my Socd her Incarnatibn quit. 
And, re-adopted to Thy bleil Embrace, 
' Obtain her Jpotbeofis in THEE ? 

Doft think, Lorenzo ! this is wandering wide ? 
No, 'tis diredily ftriking at the Mark ; 
To-wake thy liead De<votion * was my Point ; 
And how I blefs Nigbt^s confecrating Shades, 
Which to a Temple turn an Vnrverfe ; 
Fill us with great Ideas, full of Heaven, 
And antidote the peftilential Earth ! 
In ev'ry Storm, that either frowns, or falls. 
What an Afylum has the Soul in Pray'r ! 
And what a Fane is ThiSy in which to pray ! 
And what a G O D muft dwell in fuch a Fane ! 
O what a Genius mull inform the Skies ! 
And is Lorenzo's Salamander-Heart 
Cold, and Untouch'd, amid thefe facred Fires ? 
O ye noAurnal Sparks I Ye glowing Embers, 
On Heav'n's broad Hearth ! Who bum, or burn nomdfe, 
Who blaze, or die, as Great J E H O V A H's Breath 
Or blows you, or forbears ; affift my Song ; 
Pour your whole Influence ; exorcife his Heart, 
So long poflTeft ; and bring him back to Man* 

And is Lorenzo a Demurrer ftill? 
Pride in thy Parts provokes thee to conteil 
Truths^ which, contefted, put thy Parts to Shame. 
Nor ihame they more Lorenzo's Head than Heart \ 

• Pt|e 145, 
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A falthUfs Hfeart, how defpicably Small ! 

Too Streighty aught Great, or Gen'rous, to receive ! 

Fiird with an Atom ! fill'd, and foul'd, with Mf! 

And Self miftaken ! Self, that Ms an Hour ! 

InftinSs and Pafftons, of the nobler Kind, 

Lie fufFocated Thei-e ; - or They alone, 

Rea/ott apart, would wake high Hope ; and opeii^ 

To ravilh'd Thought, that IntelleSiual Sphere, 

Where, Order ^ Wifdoniy Goodnefs^ Providence y' 

Their endlefs Miracles of Love difplay. 

And promife All the truly Great defire. 

The Mind that would be happy ^ mufl be greai ; 

Great, in its Wijhes ; Great, in its Surveys*. 

Extended Views a narrow Mind extend ; 

Pufh out its corrugate, ^ expanfive Make, 

Which, ere-long, more than Planets (hall embrstc^i^^ 

A Man of Compafs makes a Man of Worth ; 

Divine contemplate, and become Divine* 

As Man was made for Glory, and for Blifif' 
All Littlenefs is in Approach to Woe ; 
Open thy Bofom, fet thy Wiflies wide. 
And let in Manhood % let in Happinefs ; 
Admit the boundlefs Theatre of Thought 
JProm Nothing, up to G OD ; which makes a Man^ 
Take GOD from Nature ^ nothing Great it left; 
Man's Mind is in a Pit, and nothing fees ; 
Man's Heart is in a Jakes, and loves the Mire* 
Emerge from thy Profound ; trtdi thine Eye j 
See thy Diftrefs ! How dofe art thou belieg'd ! 
Beiieg'd by Natun^ the proud Sceptic's Foe t 
Inclos'd by thefe innumerable Worlds, 
Sparkling. Coikvidbn on the darkeft Mind, 
As in a golden Net of Providence, 
How art thou caught, ftire Captive of Belief! 
From this thy bleft Captivity, what Art^ 
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What BlaTphemy to Reafbn, fets thee free ! 
This Scene is Heav'n's indulgent. Violence : 
Canfl thou bear up againU this Tide of Glory ? 
What is Earth bofom'd in thefe ambieRt Orbs, 
But, Faith in GOD impos'd, and prefs'd on Man ? 
Dar'ft thou ftill litigate thy defp'rate Cau/e, 
Spite of thefe numerous, aweful, Witneffes^ 
And doubt the Depofition of the Skies ? 
O how laborious is thy Way to Ruin ! 
Laborious ? 'Tis impradicahle quite ; 
To iink beyond a Doubts in this Debate, 
With all his Weight of Wifdom, and of Will, 
And Crime flagitious, I defy a F0OL 
Some wifh they ^d^ but no Man dijhelitvfs^ 
GOD is a Spirit I Spirit cannot ftrike 
Theft grofs, material Organs j GOD by Man 
As niuch is feen, as Man a GOD can fee. 
In tiiefe aftonifhing Exploits of Power, 
What Order, Beauty, Motion, Diftance, Size ! 
Concertion of Defign, how exquiiite ! 
How complicate, in their divine Police ! 
Apt Means! Great Ends 1 Confent to gen'ral Good !— 
Each Attribute of thefe material Gods, 
So long (and that with fpecious Pleas) ador'd, 
A fep'rate Conquefl gains o'er Rebel Thought ; 
And leads in Triumph the whole Mind of Man. 

LoR£;«zo ! This may f^tm Harangue to Thee; 
Such All is apt to feem, that thwarts our Will. 
And doll thou, then, demand a Jtrnple Proof 
Of this great Mafter-Moral .of the Skies, 
Unfltiird, or dif-inclin'di to read it there f 
Since 'tis theBafis, and All drops without it. 
Take it, in Give compa6l, unbroken Chain. 
Stub Proof \iv^&4 otv ^ti 2kXVi\i>iN^^^ «, 
'Twill not mite One ^.mvi. ^\IV^ ^l nL>Msa^\a., 
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And, JTor thy Notice, ftruggle with the World. 

Retire 5 The ^or/d fhut out ; Thy Thoughts call 

Imagination's airy Wing reprefi ; — [Home ; — -^ 

Lock up thy Sen/es ; — Let no PaJJion ftir ; — 
Wake all to Reafon ; — Let her reign alone ; — 
Then, in thy Soul*s deep Silence, and the Depth 
Of Nature's Silence, Midnight, thus inquire. 
As / have done ; and ihall inquire no more. 
In Nature's Channel, thus the Queftions run. 

** What am I ? and from Whence ? — I nothing know^ 
But that I am ; and, iince I am^ condade 
Something Eternal : Had there e'er been Nought p 
Nought ftill had been : Eternal there mujf be- 
But What Eternal i — Why not Human Race? 
And. Adam *s Anceilors without an End ?— * 
That's hard to be conceiv'd ; fince cv'ry Link 
Of that long-chaiii'd Succeilion is fo &ail ; 
Can ev'ry Part depend^ and not the Whole ? 
Yet grant it true ; ne^ Difficulties rife ; 
I'm flill quite out at Sea ; nor fee the Shore. 
Whence Earthy and thefe bright Orbs F'^^Etemat m 
Grant Matter was Eternal ; ftill thefe Orbs [too ?-^ 
Would want fome Other Father ;— Much Deiign 
Is feen in all their Motions ^ all their Makes ; 
Dejign implies Intelligence^ and Art : 
That can't be from Them/el<ves^or Man ; That Art 
Man fcarce can comprehend, could Man beflow ? 
And nothing Greater, yet aUow'd, than Man.-^ 
Who, Motion,, foreign to the fmalleft Grain, 
Shot thro' vaft MaiFes of enormous Weight ? 
Who bid brute Matter's reflive Lump affume 
Such various Forms, and gave it Wings to fly ? 
Has Matter innate Motion ? Then each Atom, 
Afferting its indifputable Right 
To dance, would -form an Univtife ol \i^QSL\ 
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^* Has Matter none ? Then whence thefe glorious Forms^ 
'< And boundlefs Flights, from Shapelefiy and Reposed? 
** Has Matter /«or^ than Motion ? Has it Thought, 
** Judgment, and Genius ? Is it deeply learnM 
^* In Mathematics f Has it fram'd fucb Laws, 
** Which but to guefs^ a Newton made immortal ?— 
** If fo, how each /age Atom laughs at me,. 
'« .Who think a Clod inferior'to a Man / 
•* If Art, to form ; and Counfel, to condu^ ; 
And That with greater £ar, than Human Skill f 
Refides not in each Block ;— a GODHEAD reigns.— 
" Grant, then, Invifible, Eternal, MIND ; 
•' 7)&^?/ granted, All is folv'd,— But, granting That, 
** Draw I not o'er me a ftill darker Cloud ? 
<' Grant I not That which I can ne'er conceive ? 
** A Being without Origin, w End !— 
** Hail, Human Liberty I There is no GO D— 
«* Yet, Why ? On either Scheme that Knot fubfifb-^ 
Subfift it mufi, in G OD, or Human Race 5 
If in the Laft, how many Knots befide, 
IndiiToIuble All ?— Why chufe it There, 
*' A^Tiere, chofen, ftill fubfift Ten thoufand more f 
Reje<5t it, where, That chofen, all the Reft 
Difpers'd, leave Reafon\ whole Horizon clear ? 
•-* This is not Reafon's Di£late ; Reafon fays, 
*^ Clofe with the Side where One Grain turns the Scale ; 
** What vaft Preponderance is Here ! Can Reafon 
** With louder Voice exclaim — Belieije a GOD ? 
'* And Reafon heard, is the fole Mark of Man. 
** What Things Impoffible mud Man think True, 
*' On any other Syftem ! And how flrangc 
" To di/helie^Cy thro' mere Credulity !'» 

If, in this Chain, Lorenzo finds no Flaw, 
Let it for ever bind him xo Belief . 
And where the Lvnk, m v^\i\Osw ^^'SVasw Kc finds ? 
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And, if a G OD th^rc is, that GOD how Great! 
How Great that Pow*r, whofe providential Care 
Thro' thefe bright Orbs dark Centres darts a Ray ! 
Of Nature univerfal threads the Whole ! 
And hangs Creation, like a precious Gem, 
Tho* Little, on the Footftool of His Throne T 

That little Gem, how Large ! A Weight let fall 
from a fixt Star, in Ages can it reach 
This distant, Eartif? Say, Acn, Lorenzo! where. 
Where, ends this ipighty Building i Where, begin 
The Suburbs of Creation ? Where the Wall 
Whofe Battlements look o'er into the Vale 
Of Non-Exiilence ? Nothing's flrange Abode4 
Say, at what Point of Space J E H OVA H dropp'd. - 
His flacken'd Z/V, and laid His Balance by ; 
Weigh'd Worldly and meafur'd Infinite^ no more ? 
Where, rears His iermindting PiUar high 
lu lextraHmindaEne Head ? a&d fays, to Gods, 
Jbl Charaft^rs illaftriou as the Sun, 

i ftand^ the Plants proud Period ; I frenouncc 
The Work uccompUJh' d \ the Creation closed : 
Shout p all ye Gods ! nor /bout, ye Gods alone ; 
Of all that lifues, or, if devoid of Life, 
That reftsy or rolls y ye Heights, and Depths^ refound! 
Refiund ! refound ! yc Depths ^ and Heights, refound! 
Hard are thofe Qucftioris ? — Anfwer harder ftilL 
Is This the Sole Exploit, the Single Birth, 
The Solitary Son of PvwW Diinne f 
Or has th' Almighty FATHER, with a Breath, 
Impregnated the Womb of difhint Space f 
Has He not bid, in various Provinces, 
Brother-Creations the dark Bowels burft 
Of Hight primaeval ; barren, now, no more P 
And He the central Sun, tranfpiercing all 
Thofe Giani'G^netations, whick ^^^tx^ 
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And dance, as Motes^ in his Meridian Ray j 
That Ray withdrawn. Benighted, or Ab(brb*d, 
In that ^hyfs of Horror y whence they fprung ; 
While Cha:>s triuniphs, repoiTeft of All 
Rival Creation ravifti'd from his Throne ? 
Chaos ! of Nature both the Womb, and Grave ! 

Think*fl thou, my Scheme, Lorenzo, f|Jreads too 
Is This extravagant ? — No ; This is juft ; [wide ^ 

Juft, in ConjeSurey tho' 'twere falfe in Fa3. 
If 'tis an Error, *tis an Error fprung 
From noble Root, High Thought of the MOST-HIGH. 
But wherefore Error ? Who can prove it fuch ?— 

He that can fet Omnipotence a Bound. 

Can Man conceive beyond what God can do F 

Nothing, but ^ite ImpoffibUj is Hard. 

He fummons into Being, with like Eafe, 

A Whole Creation^ and a fingle Grain. . 

Speaks He the Word ? a Thoufand Worlds arc bom !— 

A Thoufand Worlds ? There'« Space for Millions more; 

And in what Space can his- great Fiat fail ? 

Condemn mc not, cold Critic ! but indulge 

The warm hnagination : Why condemn ? 

Why not indulge Such Thoughts, as fwell out Hearts 

With fuller Admiration of That PoiAj^r^ 

Who gives our Hearts witli fuch high Thoughts to fwell ? 

Why not indulge in His augmented Praife ? 

Darts not His Glory a dill brighter Ray, 

The Icfs is left to Chaos^ and the Realms 

Of hideous kight, where Fancy (bays aghaH : 

And, tho* molt talkati've, makes no Report P 

Still fcems my Thought enormous ? Think again ; — 

Expcric7tce 'Solf (hall aid thy lame Belief. 

Glafes (that Revelation to the Sight !) 

Have they not led us in the deep Difclofe 

Of fiue-fpuiv Nature, ^^.c^v^WiVi ^malU 
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And, tho* demonftrated^ ftill ill-concei*v*d? 

If then, on the Rcverfe, the Mind would mount 

In Magnitude^ what Mind can mount too far. 

To keep the Balance, and Creation poife ? 

Dife<5t alone can err on fuch a Theme ; 

What is too Great, if we the Caufe furvcy ? 

Stupendous ARCHITECT ! Thou, Thou art All! 

My Soul flies up and down in Thoughts of Thee, 

And finds herfelf but at the Centre ilill ! 

I AM, Thy Name ! Exiftence^ all Thine own ! 

Creation's Nothing ; flatter' d fnucb^ if ftyl'd 

*< The thiuy the fleeting Atmofphere of GOD. '^ 

O for theVoice-of What? of Whom ?— WhatVoice 

Can anfwer to my Wants, in fuch Afcent, 

As dares to deem One Univerfe too fmall ? 

Tell me, Lorenzo ! (for now Fancy glows, 

Fir*d in the Vortex of Almighty Power) 
Is not this Home- Creation, in the Map 
Of uniyerfal Nature^ as a Speck, 
Like fair Britannia in our little Ball ; 
Exceeding fair, and glorious, for its Size, 
But, elfewhcre, far out-meafur*d, far outfhone ? 
In Fancy (for the Fa^ beyoiid us lies) 
Canfl thou not figure it, an Ifley almofl 
Too fmall for Notice, in the Vafl of Being ; 
Sever'd by mighty Seas of unbuilt Space, 
From other Realms ; from ample Continents 
Of higher Life, where nobler Natives dwell ; 
Lefs Northern^ lefs remote from DEITY, 
Glowing beneath the Line of the Supreme; 
Where Souls in Excellence make Haile, put forth 
Luxuriant Growths ; nor the late Autumn wait 
Of Human Worth, but ripen ibon to Gods ? 

Yet why drown Fancy in fuch Depths as theie I 
Return^ prefomptnou^ Rover I aad cx»i&& 
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The Bounds of Man ; nor blame thesiy as too (mall. 

Enjoy we not full Scope in what is /een ? 

Full ample the Dominions of the Sun ! 

Full glorious to behold ! How far, how wide,. 

The matchlefs Monarch, from his flaming Throne,, 

Lavi(h of Luftre, throws his Beams about him. 

Farther, and fafler, than a Thought can fly. 

And feeds his Planets with eternal Fires! 

This Heliofolis, by Greater fer. 

Than the proud Tyrant of the Nile, was built i 

And He alone, who built it, can deftroy. 

Beyond this Cityy why fbays human Thought f: 

(Sne Wonderful, enough for Man to know ! 

Que Infinite, enough for Man to range ! 

One Firmament, enough for Man to read ! 

O what volaminous Inftrudion Here ! 

What Page of Wifdom is deny'd him ? None ;; 

1^ learning his chief Leflbn makes him Wife*. 

Nor is InftrttSion^ Here, our only Gain ; 

There dwells a noble Pathos in the Skies, 

Which warms our Paffions, profelytes our Hearts*. 

How eloquently fhines the glowing Pole ! 

With what Authority it gives its Charge, 

Kemonflrating great Truths in Style fublime, 

Tho' Silent, Loud ! heard Earth around ; above^ 

The Planets heard ; and not unheard in Hell ; - 

Hell has her Wonder, though too proud to praife- 

Is Earth, then, more Infernal ? Has fhe Thofe^ 

Who neither fraife (Lorenzo!) nor admire ? 

Lorenzo's Admiration,, pre-engag'd. 
Ne'er afk'd the Moen One Queftion ; never held: 
lieafi: Correfpondence with a fmgle Star ; 
Ne'er rear'd an Altar to the ^een of Heaven 
Walking in Brightuefs ; or her Train ador'd. 
Their Sublunary Rivals have long iince 

Engrofs*d. 
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Etfgi^fs'd his whole Dcvdtion ; Stars malign, 

Which made their fond Aftronomtr run mad ; 

Darken his IntelkBy corrupt his Heart ; 

Caufe him to facrifice his Fame and Peace 

To momentary MadneTs, calPd Delight. 

Idolater, more grofs than ever kifs'd 

The lifted Hand to Luna, or pour'd out 

The Blood to Jove !— O THOU, to whom belong* 

-r^/ Sacrifice! O Thou Great Jove Unfeigned! 

Divine Instructor ! Thy y&^ Volume, Tbis^ 

For Man*% Perufal ; All in Capitals ! 

In Moon and Stars (Heav'n's golden Alphabet !) 

Emblaz'd to feize the Sight ; who nms, may read^. 

Who reads 9 can under/ and, /Tis Unconfin'd 

To Chriftian Land, or Jewry ; fairly writ. 

In Language univerfal, toMANKii«D: 

A Language, Lofty to the Learned ; yet Plain 

To Thofe that feed the Flock, or guide the Plough, 

Or, from its Hufk, Urike out the bounding Grain. 

A Language, worthy the Great MIND, that fpeaksT 

Preface f and Comment y to the Sacred Page / 

Which oft refers its Reader to the Skies, 

Ai pre-fuppofing his Firft LefTon therey 

And Scripture felf a Fragmenty That unread. 

Stupendous Book of Wifdom, to the Wife ! 

Stupendous Book ! andopen'd. Night! by thee. 

By Thee much open'd, I confefs, O l^ight ! 
Yet mare I wifh ; but bvw fhall I prevail? 
Say, gentle Night ! whofe modeft, maiden Beams, 
Give us a new Creation, and prefent 
The Worid's great Pidure foften'd to the Sight ; 
Nay, Kinder far, far more Indulgent ftill. 
Say, Thou,, whofe mild Dominion's Silver Key 
Unlocks our Hemifphere, and fets to View 
Worlds beyond Number ; Worlds conceai'd by Day 
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Behind the proud, and envious Star of Noon I 

Canit thou not draw a deeper Scene?— And (hew 

The Mighty Potentate, to whom belong 

Thefe rich Regalia pompouily difplay'd 

To kindle that high Hope ? Like Him of Uz, 

I gaze around ; I fearch on evWy Side 

O for a Glimpfe of HIM my Soul adores ! 

As the chas*d Hart, amid the defart Waile, 

Pants for the living Stream 5 for HIM who made her. 

So pants the thirfly Soul, amid the Blank 

Of fublunary Joys. Say, Goddcfs ! Where ? [Throne? 

Where, blazes His bright Court? Where bums His 

Thou know'ft ; for Thou art near Him ; by Thee, round 

His grand Pavilion, facred Fame reports 

The fable Curtain drawn. If not, can none 

Of thy fair Daughter-Train, fo fwift of Wing, 

Who travel far, difcover where He dwells ? 

A Star His Dwelling pointed out Selow. 

Ye PUiades ! ArSiurus / Mazarotb / 

And thou, Orio/i / of flill keener Eye ! 

S;iy ye, who guide the Wilder 'd in the Waves, 

And bring them out of Tempeil into Port ! 

On which Hand muH I bend my Courfe to find Him ? 

Thefw* Courtiers keep the Secret of their KING ; 

I wake whole Nights, in vain, to fteal it from them. 
I wake ; and, waking, climb Night^s radiant Scale, 

From Sphere to Sphere ; the Steps by Nature fet 

For Mj:n*s Afcent ; at once to tempt and aiJi 

To tempt his Eye, and aid his tow 'ring Thought; 

Till it arrives at the Great Goal of all. 
in ardent Contemplation^ rapid Car, 

FrCm Earthy as from my Barrier, I fet out. 

How fwift I mount ! Diminifh'd Earth recedes ; 

I pafs the Moon ; and, from her farther Side, 

Pierce Heaven's blue Curtain ; ftrike into Rtm^te ; 

Where, 
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Where, with his lifted Tube, the fubtil Sage 

His artificial, airy Journey takes, . 

And to Celefiial lengthens Human Sight. 

I paufe at ev'ry Flamt on my Road, 

And aflc for HIM who gives their Orbs to roll. 

Their Foreheads fair to fhine. From Saturn's Ring, ^ 

In which, of Earths an Army might be loft. 

With the bold Ctf/w/, take my bolder Flight, 

Amid thofe fin/Weign Glories of the Skies, 

Of independent, native Luftre, proud ; 

The Souls of Syftems ! and the Lords of Life, • 

Thro' their wide Empires ! — What behold I notw ? 

A Wildemefs of Wonders burning round ; 

Where largtr Suns inhabit higher Spheres ; 

Perhaps the Villas of defcending Gods I • 

Nor halt I here ; my Toil is .but begun ; 

'Tis but the Threfhold of . the D E I T Y j 

Or, far beneath it, I am groveling ftilL 

Nor is it ftrange ; I built on a Miftake ; 

The Grandeur of His Works, whence Folly fought 

For Aid, to Reafon fets his Glory higher ; ^ 

Who built thus high for Worms (mere Worms to Hii9t) f 

O where, Lorenzo ! muft the Builder dwell? 

Paufe, then ; aiid» for a Moment,, here refpire-^ 
If human Thought can keep its Station Here. 
Where am I ? — Where is Earth ? — Nay, where art Thou^ 
O Sun P'—ls the Sun tum'd Reclnfe ?— And are 
His boafted Expeditions fhort to Mine? — » 

To mine, how ihort I On Nature's Jlps I ftand„ 
And fee a Thoufand Firmaments beneath ! 
A Thoufand Syftems ! as a Thoufand Grains! 
So much a Strangier, and fo late arriv'd. 
How can Man's curious Spirit not enquire,. , 

What are the Natives ef diis World fublime. 

Of' 
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Of this fo foreign^ nn-teirre^rial Sphere, 
Where Mortal, tmtranflgted, nerer ibay'd ? 

** O Ye, as diftant from my- little Home». 
«< As iwifteft Son-beams in an Age can Bj t 
Far from my native Element I roam. 
In Qoeft of Nev^, and Wonderfid, to Man. 
** What Province This, of His immenfe Domain', 
** Whom All obeys ? Or Mortals here, or Gods ? 
*' Ye Borderers on the Coafts of Bli6 ! What are voaf 
•* A Colony from Hcav'n ? Or, only raised, 
•* By frequent Vifit from Heav'n*s neighbouring Realms, 
To fecondary Gods, and half-divine ?■■ ' ■ ■ 
Whate'cr your Nature, Th's is paft Di(pnte, 
^* Far other Life you lire, fur other Tongue 
** You talk, far other Thought, perhaps, yon think,. 
*« Than Man. How various are the Works of God ! 
** But fay, fr^ Thought ? Is Reafin here inthronM, 
<< And abfoktte ? Or Senfi in Arms againft her ? 
Have you Two Lights ? Or need you no renjeati?. 
Enjoy your happy Realms their golden Age ?. 
** And had your Edbn an abflemious Eve ; 
•* Our Eve's Fair Daughters prove their Pedigree,, 
** And a(k their Adams — * Who 'would not he nvi/et 
** Or, if your Mother feH^ arc you Redeem* df 

" And if redeem'd is your Redeemer fcwrrCd^ 

•* Is this your fin^l Reiidence ? If not,. 
** Change you your Scene^ Tranjlated?. Or by Death !^ 
•* And if by Death ; What Death ^ — Know you Di/eafe ft 
^« Or horrid ^^r />— With War, This fatal Hour, 
" EuROPA groans (fo call we a fmallField, 

Where Kings run mad). In Our World, Dbatr de- 
Intemperance to do the Work of j^go ! [pntes 

•* And, hanging up the Q«iver Nature gave him^ 
<^ As flow of Execution, for Diipatch 
^ Sends forth Imperial Butchers \ bids them flay 

« Their 
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*« Their Sheep (the filly Sheep rfiey flcec*d before), 
*< And tofs him twice Ten thonfand at a Meal. 
** Sit sdlywr ExecBtioners on Thrones ? 
*« With j)!©ff, can Rage for Plunder make a Gcd^ 
« And BloodJhtdyfttSx ont er'ry* other Stain ? — 
•« But Yow, perhaps, can't bleed : From Matter grofir 
<< Your ^fifits clean^ are delicately clad 
*« In fine-fpun 2£ther, priadleg'd to foar, 
<< Unloaded, uninfoded; How unlike 
*< The Lot of Man \ How &w of human Race- 
" By their own Mud unmuider'd 1 How we wage 
** Self-War eternal !— Is your painful Day 
« Of hardy Conflift o'er ? Or,^ are you fHU 
<> Raw Candidates at School ? And have you TKoie 
«« Who difaffed Rea^erfims, as wfth t///'— 
« But what are We You never heard of Moft, 
^ Or Earth ; the Bidlam^ of the Ui^iverfe ! 
** Where Reafin (undifeas'd with You) runs mad^, 
" And nurfes Foliy's Children as Jber own^ 
** Fond of the Fouleft. In the facred Mount 
« OfHoIifie/sy where Reafon IS pronounced 
*< Infallible'^ and thunders y Hkc a God; 
" Ev'n therey by Saints^ the Daemons are outdone;: 
*« What^i^^ think Wrong, owSatMtj. refine to Rights 
^ And kindly teach dull Hell her own black Avts ; 
*^ Satan, inAruded^ o'er their 4^49ra/r fmilea.-— 
" But This, how fbange to You, who know not -Mom: t 
♦* Has the leaft Rumour of our Race arrived I 
** Caird here Elijah, in his flaming Car I 
** Faft by you the good Enoch, on his Road 
** To Thofj fair Fields^ whence Lvcifeil was hurPd; 
" Who brufh'd, perhaps, your Sphere, inhisDefcent> 
Stain'd your pure cryftal i£ther, or let fail 
A ihort Edipfe fsom hit portentous Shad« h 
'^ O ! that the Fiend had lodg'd on fomc btoad Orb> ^ 

<*^ Athwart 
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*< Athwart his Way ; nor reach'd his prefent Home, • 
" Then blackcn'd Earth with Footfteps fonl'd in HeU, 
*< Nor wafh*d in Ocean^ as from Rome he pail 
«* To Britain's Ifle; tooy tooy confpicuous TXfrf /'* 

But This is all Digrefiion : Where is He^ 
That o'er Heav'n's Battlements the Felon hurl'd 
To Groansy and Chains, and Darknefs. ? Where is He, 
Who k^s Creation's Summit in a Vale ? 
He, Whom, while Man is Man, he can't but feek ; - 
And if he finds, commences more than Man ? 
O for a Telefcope His Throne to reach I 
Tell me, ye Lcarn'd on Earth ! or Bleft Ahon}e f 
Ve fcarcliing, ye Newtonian Angels I tell. 
Where, your Great Ma s t e r's Orb ? His Planets, where f 
Thofe con/cious Satellites, thofc Msming-Stars^ 
Firft-born of DEITY! from Central Love,. 
By Veneration moft profound, thrown ofF ; 
By fweet Attraction, no lefs ftrongly drawn ; 
Anxj'dy ajidyti raptur^ii; raptur*dy ytxferene\ 
Pall Thought, . illullrious, but with borrow'd Beams ; 
In ftill approaching Circles, flill remote^ 
Revolving round the Sun's eternal Sire ? 
Or fent, in Lines diredt,. on Embaffies 
To Nations — in what Latitude ?— Beyond 
Terreflrial Thought's Horizon !— And on what 
High Errands fent? — Here human Effort lends ; 
And leaves me ftill a Stranger to His I'hrone. 

Full well it might ! I quite millook my Road. 
Born in an Age more Curious than Devout ; 
More fond to fix the Place of Heav'n, or Hell,. 
Than ftudious this to ihun, or that fe:ure. 
'Tis not the curious j but the pious Path, 
That leads me to my Point: Lorenzo ! know. 
Without or Star^ or Jngel, for their Guide, 
Who worfhip GOD, fhall fnd Him. Humble Lcn/f, ' 

And 
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And not proud Reafin, keeps the Door of Heav'n ; 

Levi finds Admiffion, where proud ^ri>n« fails. 

Man's Science is ihe Culture of his Heart; 

And no: to lofe his Plumbet in the Depths 

OfNaiia-e, or the more Profound of GOD. 

Either to know, is an Attempt liiat fets 

The Wifeil on a Level with the Fool. 

To fathom Naluri (ill-attempted Here. 'J 

Pad Doubt is deep Phiiofophy ^/^i-r ; 

Higher Degree! ia Blifs Archangels take, 

As deeper learn'd ; the Deepefl, learning 11 ill. 

For, what a Tbimder of Omnipotence 

(So might I dare to fpeak !) is fim in All ! 

In Mun ! in Earth ! In more amazing SkUi ! 

Teaching this LeiTon, Pride is loth to learn — 

" fJot deeply to Di/cerH, not much to Knuw, 

" Mankind was born to V'onder, and Abohe." 

And is there Caufe for higher W^ond^r ftill. 
Than that which ftruck us from our pail Surveys ? 
Yes ( and for deeper Adoratiim too. 
From my late airy Travel unconfin'd. 
Have I learn'd nothing ? Yes, Lorenzo ! This ; 
Each of thcfc Stars is a Religious Houfe; 
I faw their Altars fmoke, their Incenfe rife. 
And heard Hs/annas ring thro' cv'ry Sphere, 
A Seminary fraught with future Gods. 
Naluri all o'er is cenfecratei Ground, 
Teeming with Growths Immortal, and Divine. 
The Great Proprietor's all-bounteous Hand 
Leaves nothing wafte ; but fows thefe fiery Fields 
With Seeds of Rca/on, which to Firtuts rife 
Beneath //ir genial Ray ; and, ifefcap'd 
The peliilential Blafts of (livbborn Will, 
When grown mature, are gather'd for the Skjes. 
And is Dmslhn thought too much on Eartfr, i 
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When Beings, {q Superior, Homage 6&aft, 
And triumph in Proilrations to The Theonb ? 
But wherefore more of Planets, or of Stars ? 
Ethereal Joiuneys, and, difcover'd th<sre. 
Ten thoufand Worlds, Ten thoofand Ways devost. 
All Nature fending Incenie to The Throne, 
Except the bold Lorenzo's of Our Sphere? 
Op'ning the fblenm Sources of my Soul, 
Since I have pour'd, lijie feign 'd Eridani^s, 
My flowing Numb^^ o'er the flaming Skies^ 
Nor fee, of Fancy, or of FaS, what more ^ 

Invites the Mufe — Here turn we, and review 
Our pafl No^lornsd Landfcape wide : — Then fay. 
Say, then,' Lor en kg ! with what Burft of Hearty 
The Whole, at once, revolving in his Thought, 
Moil Man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft ? 
" O vhat a Root ! O what a Branch is Here ! 
« O what a Father! What a Family ! 
•* Worlds I SyAems ! and Creations ! — And Creations^ 
'* In one agglomerated Clufter, hung, 
" * Great VINE I On Thee, on Thbe the duller 
« Th^ FiHal Clufter ! infinitely fpread [** hangs j 

** In glowing Globes, with various Being fraaght ; 
** And drinks (Neftareous Draught !) Immortal Life* 
** Or, ihall I fay (for WI?o can fay enough ?) 
** A Conflellation of Ten thoufa^id Gems, 
** (And, O! of what Dimenfion! of what Weight !) 
•* Set in One Signet, flames on the Right-hand 
« Of Majesty Divine! The blazing Sea/, 
•* That deeply flamps,. on all created Mind, 
** Indelible, His fov'reign Attributes, 
** Omnipotence, and Love ! TJbatj pafling Bound r 
" And Tins, furpafling That. Nor flop we Here, 
" For Waivt of PoqwV vti GOD, but Thought in Man. 

• John XY, "U 
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*' Ev'n l%zs acknowIe4g'd» leaves us ftUl in De'bt | 
If Greater aught^ That Greater all is Thine, 
Dread SIRE !— Accept this Miniature of Thee i 

** And pardon an Attempt from Mortal Thought, 

*< In which Archangels might have fail'd, unblamM*^^ 
How fach Ideas of th' ALMIGHTY'S PwV, 

And f^ch Ideas of th' ALMIGHTY'S Plan^. 

(Ideas not abfurd) diftend the Thought 

Of feeble Mortals ! Nor of Them alone \ / 

The Fuhiefs of the DEITY breaks forth 

{n Incmfcei^ahles to Men, and Gods. 

Think, then, O think ; nor ever drop the Thought j 

How Uyva muft Man defcend, when Gods adore !— « 

J^ve I not, then, accomplifh'4 my proud Boafl: ! 

Did I not tell thee, <« • Wc would mount, Lorenzo! 

'« And, kindle our Devotion at the Stars ?^^ 
And h^ve I faitdp And did I flatter diec I 

And art all Adamant ? And dofi; confute 

All urg'd, with One irrefragaUe Sndle^ 

Lorenzo ! Mirth how miserable Here I 

Swear by^ the Stars, by HIM who made diem, iwear. 

Thy Heart, henceforth, ihall be as pure as Tb^ : 

Then Thou, like Them, (haltjhine; like Them, fhaltrj/i 

From Low to Lofty j from Obfcure to Bright ; 

By due Gradation, Nature'^ facred Law. 

The Stars, from whence? — ^Alk Chaos-^Ht can tell^ 

Thefe bright Temptations to Idolatry, 

From Darknefs, and Confupouy took their Birth ; 

Sons of Deformity / From fluid Dregs 

Tartarean, firfl they rofe to MafTes rude ^ 

And then, to Spheres opaque ; Then dimly flione ;: 

Then brighten'd j Then blaz'd ov»t \n perfe^ Day. 

Nature delights in Progrefs ; in Advance 

From Worfe to Better : But, when Mindt afcend, 

• Page a45. 
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Progrefst in Part, depends upon ThemfeUues, 

Heav'n aids Exertion ; Greater makes the Great % 

The <volunt£ny Little le^ens more. 

O be a Man! and thou fhalc be a Goiif 

And Half Self-made /—Ambition how Divine ! 

O Thou, ambitious of Difgrace alone ! 
Still undevout ? Unkindled ? — Tho* high-taught, 
School'd by the Skies ; and Pupil of the Stars f 
Rank Coward to the FaJhionabU Wcrld ! 
Art thou afininCd to bend thy Knee to Heaven ? 
Curft Fume of Pride, exhaled from deepeft Hell I 
Pride in Religion is Man's highefl Praife^ 
Bent on Defb-udlioh ! and in Love with Death ! 
Not all thele Luminaries, quenched at once. 
Were half fo fad^ as One benighted Mind, 
Which gropes for Happinefs, and meets Defpair* 
How, like a Widow in her Weeds, the Nighty 
Amid her glimm'ring Tapers, filent fits ! 
How forrowful, how defolate, fhe weeps 
Perpetual Dews, and faddens Nature's Scene ? 
A Scene more fad Sin makes the darkened Soul, 
All Comfort kills, nor leaves one Spark alive. - 
Tho' blind of Heaj-t, flill open i% thine Eye :- 
Why fuch Magnificence in all thou feeft ? ' 
Of Matter* s Grandeur, know. One End is This, 

To tell the Rational, who gazes on it 

Tho' nat immenfely Great, flill Greater Hr, 
Whofe Breaft, capacious, can embrace, and lodg 
Unburden'd, Nature's Univerfal Scheme ; 
" Can grafp Creation with a Jtngle Thought ; 
" Creation grafp; and not exclude its SIRE'* 

To tell him farther « It behoves him much 

To guard th' important, yet depending. Fate 
Of Being, brighter than a thoufand Suns : 
** One fingle l?*.^.^ oiTbougJjt qm\&v\xv^^ them all."- 
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And if Man hears obedient, foon hc*ll foar 
Superior Heights, and on his purple Wing, 
His purple Wing bedropM with Eyes of Gold, 
Riling, where Thought is now deny*d to rife. 
Look down triumphant on thefe dazling Spheres* 

Why then pcrfift ? — No Mortal ever liv'd 
But, dyingy he pronounc'd (when Words are true !) 
The Whole that charms thee, abfblutely Vain ; 
Vain, and far worfe ! — Think Thou, with dying Men 5 
O condefcend to think as Angels think ! 
O tolerate a Chance for Happinefs ! 
Our Nature Aich, 111 Choice enfures III Fate ; 
And Hell had been, tho' there had been no God. 
Doll thou not know, my new Aftronomcr ! 
Earthy turning from the Sutiy brings Night to Man ? 
Maiiy turning from his God, brings endUfs Night ; 
Where Thou canft read no Morahy find no Friend^ 
Amend no Manners y and expeft no Peace. 
How deep the Darknefs ! and the Groan, how loud ! 
And far, how far, from lambent are the Flames ! 
Such is Lorenzo's Purchafe ! fuch his Praife ! 
The Proud, the Politic, Lorenzo's Praife! 
Tho' in his Ear, and levell'd at kis Heart, 
I've half read o'er the Volume of the Skies. 

For think not Thou haft heard all This from me ; 
My Song but echoes what Great Nature fpeaks. 
What has Ihe fpoken ? Thus the Goddefs fpoke. 
Thus fpeaks for ever : — " Place, at Nature's Head, 

A Sov'rpign, which o'er all Things rolls his Eye, 

Extends his Wing, promulgates His ConHnands, 
'* But, above all, difFufes cndlefs Good ; 
" To nvhemy for fure Redrefs, the Wrong'd may fly ; 
** The Vile, for Mercy ; and die Pain'd, for Peace ; 
** By lAtbomy the various Tenants of thefe Spheres^ 
« Diverfify'd in Fortanes, Plact, Vi4.^^^«^> 

■4 
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** Rais'd in £iyqymeHt> as in Worth thej ri&, 

<< Arrive at length (if worthy fuch Approach) 

'< At that bleft Fountain-Head, from which they ftream i 

" Where Conflidl paft redoubles pref<nit Joy j 

** And prefent Joy looks forward on Increafe ; 

•* And That, on more > no Period ! cv'ry Step 

" A double Boon ! a Promi/e, and a Bli/s." 

How eafy fits tifis Scheme on human Hearts I 

It fuits their Make ; it fooths dieir vaft Defires ; 

"Pafion is pleas'd ; and Riafon aiks no more ; 

'Tis Rational ! 'Tis Great!— But what i« Tbimf 

It darkens ! fhocks I excruciates ! and confounds ! 

Leaves us quite naked, both of Help and Hope, 

Sinking from Bad to Worfe ; few Years, the Sport 

Of Fortune ; then, the Morfel of De/pmr. ' 

Say, then^ Lorenzo ! (for thon know'ft it well) 
What's T/Vf /''-Mere Want of Compafs in our Thooj^Cr 
Religion^ what ?— The Proof of C^mmm^Seu/e ; 
How art thou whooted, where the Leaft prevmls I 
Is it my Fault, iS thefe Truths call thee Fcol P 
And thou fhalt never be mi/calP/l by me. 
Can neither Sbame^ nor Terror ^ (land thy Friend ? 
And art Thou//// an Infeft in the Mire ? 
How, like thy Guardian Angel, have I flown ; 
Snatch'd thee from Earth ; efcorted thee thro' all 
Th' Ethereal Armies ; walkt thee, like a God, 
Thro' Splendors of firft Magnitude, arrang'd 
On either Hand ; Clouds thrown beneath thy Feet ; 
Clofe-cruis'd on the bright Paradife of God ; 
And almoil introduc'd thee to The ThrgnbI 
And art Thou ftili caroufing, for Delight, 
Rank Poifon ; firft, fermenting to mere Frothy 
And then fubfiding into final Gall? 
To Beings oi tuVAim^, xtosMstxalMakR^ 
How ftiockiug u aliiV ^o>f > N^\tfiSR ^tid\& ^axOy. 
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Such Joy more fhocking Hill, the more it charms! 
And doft thou chufe what ends ere well-begun ; 
And Infamous, as Short ? And doft Thou chufc 
fThtu, to whofe Palate Gkry is fo fweet) 
To wade into Perdition, thro' Conttrnpt, 
Not of poor Bigots onJy, but thy munf 
For I have peep'd into thy covcr'd Heart, 
A»d feen it biulh beneath a boaftfiil Brow j 
For» by ftrong Guilt's mofl violent AfTauIt, 
Confcience is but difabltd, not dcjiriy'd, 

O Thou mod aweful Being ! and moft Vain ; 
Thy Will, how frail ! how glerinus is thy Power ! 
Tho' dread Eternity has Town her Seeds 
Of Blifs, and Woe, in thy defpotic Breaft, 
Tho' Heav'n, and Hell, depend upon thy ChoUej 
A Butterfly comes crofs, and Both are £ed. 
Is This the Pifture of a Rationaj ? 
This Horrid Image, ftiall it be moft Juft ? 
LoREKzo! No; It cannot,— ;»«tf not, be, 
If there is Force in Rcafin ; or, in S<»i«d, 
Chanted beneath the Glimpfes of the Moon^ 
A Magic, at this planetary Hour, 
When Slumbtr locks the gen'ral Lip, and Dreams 
Thro' fenfelefs Mazes hunt SouU un^i«J}iT'4- 

Attend— The facred Myfteries begin ■ 

My folemn Night-bora Adjuration hear; 
Hear, and I'll raife thy Spirit from the Dull ; 
While the Stars gaze on this Inchantment nrou j 
Indiantmeni, not Infernal, bat Divine ! 

" IPv S/'/rtir/, Death's peculiar Attribute; 
" T&<e Darkni/t, Guilt's ineviuble Doom ; 
" llBi> Dariiufi, and by Silence, Sifters dread ! 
" That draw theCurtain round Night's Ebon Thro 
" And raife Ideas, folemn as the Scene ! 
" JBe NIGHT, and all of Aweful, Night ^refen 
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<( To Thcught, or Sen/i (of Awefol much, to Both, 

« The Goddefs brings) ! lBi> Thefe her trembling /!tf«rt 

<« Like Vesta's, ever-burning; and, like ifgrs, 

<< Sacred to Thoughts immaculate, and pure ! 

** H^p thefe bright Orators, thsit prove, zndfraifi^ 

«« And prefs thee to revere, the DEITY ; 

*« Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever'd awhile, 

«« To reach His Throne ;' 2iS Stages of the Soul, 

*« Thro* which, at different Periods, fhe fliall pafs, 

" Refining gradual, for her final Height, 

*< And purging off fome Drofs at ev'ry Sphere ! 

<« 5B^ this dark Pall thrown o'er the filcnt World ! 

< ( IP^ the World's Kings, and Kingdoms, moil renovmM, 

^< From Ihort Ambition's Zenith fet for ever j 

« Sad Prefage to vain Boailers, now in Bloom ! 

*« ifcp the long Lift of fwift Mortality, 

«• From Adam downward to this Ev'ning Knell, 

" Which Midnight waves in Fancy^s ftartled Eye ; 

** And (hocks her with an hundred Centuries, [Thought! 

** Round Death^s black Banner throng'd, in human 

«< ^^ Thoufands, tio'Wy refigning their laft Breath, 

" And calling Thee wert Thou (o wife to hear; 

** IB^ Tombs o'er Tombs arming ; human Earth 
" Eje£ied, to make room for — human Earth ;. 
«' The Monarch's Terror! and the Sexton's Trade! 
<< *aPV pompous Obfequics, that Ihun the Day, 
«* The Torch funereal, and the nodding PIumt\ 
<« Which makes poor Man's Humiliation proud ; 
«« Boaft of our Ruin ! Triumph of our Dtifi ! 
" IBp the damp Vault that weeps o'er Rpyal Bones ; 
" And the pale Lamp that ihews the ghaftly Dead, 
** More ghaftly, thro' the thick incumbent Gloom I 
" 2i&p Vifits (if there are) from darker Scenes, 
« The gliding Spedlre ! and the groaning Grove ! 
<« 1512 Groans, axv^ Cjiw^> ^svi\K\Wv^% xk-ax ^roan 



** For the Grave's Shelter I IBt dcfponding Men, 
*<< .Senfeleis Co Pains of Death, from Pangs of Quilt! 
« H^^ Guilt's laft Audit ! JB^ Jon Mocn in Blood, 
^' The rocking Firmament, ^le feUing^tsrsi, 
^' And Thunder's laft Difcharge, great Nature's Knell! 
^^ H?^ Second Ci^/; and £te«nal A^j^^/''— - 
Be wise — Nor let Phxi.and£Ii blame my Charm ^ 
But own not ill-difchorg'd my double Pebt,^ 
Love to .tl)e Living ; Duty Uy die D^ad^ 

For Ij^nfirw, Vm but £?(ecutor % He left 
This moral Legacy ; / makjB it o'er 
By^i&i/ Command ; Philander hciar in me i; 

And Heav'nin bofh.-^If deaf .io Thefe, Oh ! heai^ 

Florbllo's tender V.pice ; fl?i Weal depends 

On Thy Refolye j it trembles y Thy Choioe,; 

For His Sake^love 7'W4f: Example firikes 

Ail human hearts i a- WrBnample.moiee ; 

More ftill ^ Father's ; That enfures his Ruin. 

As Parent pf his .Being, wocddil thou prove 

Th' unnatural Parent of :his MiftrieSy 

And make him curfe the JBeing iVhich dicni gav^Af 

Is./iiV the Bleffing pf ib fond a J^^ther i 

If carelefs of Lorenzo ! fpaivi, Qh!,4>are, '. 

Florello's Father, and Philander's Friend; 

Flore LLo's Father ruin'd, ;ruim*hlm..; 

And from Philander's Friend the World expe£U 

A Condudt, no Diihonour to the Dead. 

Let Pajpon d^, what ttefler Motive fhould ; 

"LttLomtf ziiA Emutatipn,' nfc in Aid 

To Rea/on \ and perfuade thee to be— Bleft*. 

This Teems not a Reque'H: to be deny'd ; 
Yet (fuch th' Lifatuation of Mankind !) 
'Tis the moft Hofekfi^ Man can make to Man. 
Shall I, then, rife ^i Argument, and Warmth ? 
And urge Phxlan DSk'^.poflhamiQ^ii Ad^^^ 

O 
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From Topics y€t unbroach'd ?— 
But Oh ! I faint ! My Spirits faH !— Nof ftrangc ! 
So long on Wing, and io no middle Clime ; 
To which my Great Creator's Glory calPd: 
And calls — but, now, in vain. Sleef^s dewy Wand 
Has ftrok'd my drooping Lids, and fromi/es 
My long Arrcar of Reft ; the d(fzv$ty God 
(Wont to return withwir returning Peace) 
Will pay 9 ere long, and blefs me with Repofe. 
Hade, hafle, fweec Stranger ! from the Peafant's Cot, 
The Ship-boy's Hammock, or the Soldier's Straw, 
Whence Scrrcw never chasM diee ; with thee brinf, 
Notliideous Vifions, as of late; bat Dranghtg 
Delicious of wdl-tafted, cordiid« ReK; 
Man's rich Reflorative ; his bahny Bath, 
That fupples, lubricMes, and keqps in Play, 
The various Movements of this nice Machiae, 
Which aihs inch frequent Perieds of Repair. 
When tir'd 'With vain Rotations of the Day» 
Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding Dawn ; 
Frefli we ipin on, till Sickne/s clogs our Wheels, 
Or Death quite breaks the Spring, and Motion ends. 
When will it end with Me I 

^ 1 H o u only know*ft, 

*^ Thov, whofe broad Eye the Future^ and the Pafl^ 

*« Joins to the Pre/ent ; making^ One of Tifree 

" To mortal Thought! Thou know'fl, and THovalonc, 

*« All-knowing I — All unknown !— -AndyetWcll-knowp! 

<« Near, tho' Remote! and, tho' Unfathom*d, Felt! 

** And tho' Invifible, for ever Seen ! 

** And Seen in All ! The Greats and the Minute ; 

** Each Globe above, ivith its Gigantic Race, 

* « Each PloVt » e^^\^a.^»^'tAw\v^ Cmall People fwarmM, 






it 



The Consolation, 291 

** To the Firft Thought, that aflcs, " From ^whence /** 
<* declare 

H Their common Source. Thou Fountain running o'er 

** In Rivers of communicated Joy ! 

Who gav'ft us Speech for far, far humbler Themes 1 
Say, by what Name (hall I prefume to call 
Him I fee burning in thefe countlefs Suns, 

** As Mo/es in the Bnjh? Illustrious Mind ! 

** The whole Creation, Lcfs, far Lefs to Thee, 

** Than That to the Creation's ample Round. 

^* How (hall I name Thee ? — How my labouring Soul 
Heaves underneath the Thought, too big for Birth I 

Great Syftem of Perfections ! Mighty Caufe 
Of Caufes mighty! Caufe uncaus'd ! Sole Root 

" Of Nature, that hixuriant Growth of G OD ! 

** Firft Father of Effeas ! that Progeny 

** Of endlefi Series ; where the golden Chain's 

** Laft Link admits a Period, Who can tell ? 

^' Father of All that is or heard^ or hears ! 

'* Father of All tiiat is or (ccn, or fees I 

** Father of All that />, otfiall arife ! 

*^ Father of this immeafurable Mafs 

•** Of Jlf^i//^ multiform ; or denfe, or rare ; 

ft 

** Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at Reft ; 
*^ Minute, or pafling Bound! In each Extreme 
*< Of like Amaze, and Mjftery, tso Man. 
" Father of thefe bright Millions of the Night ! 
Of which the Leaft fiill Godhead had proclaimM^ 
And thrown the Gazer on his Knee — Or, fay, 
<< Is A^ypeVation higher ftill. Thy Choice ? 
** Father of Mottoes Temporary Lords ! 
'« Father of SfiHtsf Nobler Offspring ! Sparks 
** Of high Paternal Glory ; rich-endow'd 
^* With various Meafures, and witk\m<^u*^\l^o^i 
" Of InftJn^ii ReafoHy Intuiti9n\ '^oocca^ • 
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^ More {Nde, or bright irtm Daj^ BI'viMe^ to'brefik 

•< The Dark of Matter wganix^d (tkc Ware 

5* Of all crunttd Spirit) ; BeamSy that rife 

*< Each over other in fuperior light, 

<< Till the laft ripens intoXruAre Arongy 

<< Of next Approach to Godreaj>. Father fond 

<< Far fonder than e'er bore that Name on Earth) 

«< Of -inulUaual Beings I Beings bleft 

«« With Pow'rs to pleafe Thee ; not of paffive PI7 

«< To Laws they know not ; Beings lodg'd in Seats 

«* Of weil-adapted Joys, in diiPrent Domes 

<< Of this Imperial Palace for thy Sons ; 

** Of this proud, populous, wdl-policy'd, 

** TJio' boundlefs Habitation, plann'd by TiiEE; 

<< Whole feveral Clans their feveral Climates ibit; 

*< And Tranfpofition, doubtlefs^ woold deftroy. 

*< Or, Oh I indulge. Immortal Kinic ! indulge 

** A Title, lefs auguil indeed, but more 

** Endearing ; ah I how fweet in human Ears ! 

** Sweet in bur Ears, and Triumph in our Hearts! 

** Father of Immortality to Man ! 

A Theme that * lately fet my Soul on Fire.-* 
Aad Thou the Next ! yet Equal ! Thou, bywho« 
That Blefling was convey 'd ; far more ! was Bmgbt ; 
«« Ineffable the Price! By whom all Worlds 

Were made ; and One, redeem'd I Uluflrioiis Light 
From Light Illuilrious ! Tho.v, whofe j^i^o/ Power, 
** Finite in Time^ but Infinite in Space^ 
<* On more than adamantine Baits fix'd, 
** O'er more, far more, dian Diadems, and Thrones, 
** Inviolably reigns ; the Drezul of Gods ! 
<< And Oh ! the Friend of Man ! Beneath whofe Foot, 
*• And by die Mandate of whofe aweflil Nod, 
** AU Kc^ioti*^ ^wo\N>Xtfsw&> ^^\x«As^ Fates,. 
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•* Of High, of Low, of Mind, and Matttr, roll 
*• Thro' the fliort Chancls of eatpiring Time, 
** Or ihorekis Ocean cf Eternity, , 
^ Calm, or Tempeftnons (as Tly Sf ir\t broathes)* 
f \ In abfi>kte Subjcaimi 1— And, O Tkoit ' 
<< The glorious Third I DiiHnd, not Separate! 
Beaming from B^A ! with Both Incorporate ! 
And (ftrangc to tell !) incorporate with Dnft I 
By Conde£B£nik>n, as Thy Glory, great, 
*"* Enihsin'd in Manl Of baman Hearts, if pore, 
^ Divine Inhabitant! The Tie Divine 

Of Heai;'awithdtftant£atth! by whom, Itmi^, 
(If not infpir'd.) unceiifiii<^ this Addrefs 
ToThb 9, toTHE M— ToWhom f — MyfteriousPowcr ! 
♦* Reyeal'd— yet tmxeveardt X>aHiRer5 in Lt^t ; 
** Nunjber .in Unity ! Our Joy I Oui* l>fead ! 
<^ The TripU Bolt that lay» alt W£or|; in Rain ! 
<^ Th^t animates all Right,, the Tti^ Sun ! 
^ Sun of the ^ottl ! her ncvep--fcttBij^ S^^i 
** Triune, Unutterable, Unconceiv'd, 
♦* Abfconding, yet Demonftrable, GkEAT <3od I 
<< Greater than Greateft ! . Better than the Befb ! 
" Kinder than Kihdeft ! with ki^ Ph/s Eye, 
•« Or^((hxmger ftill to fpeak k) widi Tirine Own, 
*^ From Thy cbright Home, ffom that high Firmantent, 
♦* Where Thou, from adl Eternity, haft dwelt ; 
Beyond Archang;ell unaiTifted Ken ; 
From far above what Mortak Higheft call; 
*^ From £leT^ion*6 Pinade ; Leek down, 
** Thr0ugh*-What ? Confoi^ndw^ Interval ! Thn/All, 
**' And more, than labfing F-ant^ can conceiivet; 
^ Thro' radiant Ranksxf £(K;a^es frnknownj • 
<< Thro'. Hierarchies ^m Hieravchies deftach'd' 
*< Round vacioqs Banners of QitNiFOTE«iG€, . 
^ With etidleis. Change of raptproi^ &auQ6•6£'^^ 
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Thro' wond'roiu Beings ioterpofmg Swarms, 
All cluil'ring at ihe Call, 10 dwell in Th. 
Thro' this wide Wafte of Worlds ; this Vifia. vafl. 
All fanded o'er with Suns ; Suns tum'd to tiigbt 
Before T'krf feebteft Beam — Look down — down— down. 
On- a poor brialiii'ig Panicle in Dufi, i 

Or, lower, — an Jmraertal in his Crimes. 
" His Crimes forgive ! Forgive his Virtues, too ! 
Thofe fmaller Faults, Half-Converts to the Right. 
Nor let me dofe Thefe Eyes, which never more 
May fee the Sun (tho' Night's defc ending Scale 
Now weighs up Mom), Unpity'd, andUnbleft! 
In riy Difpleafure dweJis tUr«al Pain i 
Pain, our Averfion ; Pain, which (Irikes mc H9w % 
And, fince all Pain is terrible to Man, 
Tho' tranfieni. Terrible ; at 7'hy good Hour, 
Geittly, ah gently, lay mc in my Bed, 
My CliTf-ceU Bid ! by Nature, now, fonear; 
By Nature, near j ftill nearer by Difeafe ! 
Till then, be Thii, an Emblem of my GraTe : 
Lot it out-preach the Preacher ; Ev'ry Night 
Let it out-cry the Boy at Philip's Ear; 
That Tongue of Death ! That Herald of the Tomb • 
And when (the Shelter of thy Wing implor'd] 
My Sen/cs, footh'd, Ihall fink in foft Repofc ; 
O fmk this Truth lUU deeper in my Soul, 
Suggeiled by my Pillow, lign'd by FaU, 
Firlt, lo faW's Volume, at the Page of Ma» — 
Man'i Ji<klj Scul, llo' turn'd and to/i'd fir tvrr, 
Frtm Sidt in SiJt, emu nfi en m«gbi but Tk r e ; 
Htn, infullTrvft: Htreaptr, i«/^lj^-. 
On TKee, the promis'd, fare, eternal Down 
Of Spiriu, toil'd in Travel thro' ihis Vale. , 

Nor of ibai Pillow Ihall nry Soul defpond ; 
For— Love Almighty ! Love Almighty ! (Sing, 

, . " Exult,, 
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•* ExQflty Creation !) liOvc Ahnighty, reigns I 

« * That beath of Deatl^ / That Cordial of De/fair / 

*' And load Etek.nity's triumphant Song ! 

«* OfWhom,nom6re:— For, OThoupATRON-Gon! 
** Thou God, and Mortal/ Thence more God to Man ! 
•* Man's Theme eternal I Man's eternal Theme ! 

Thou can'ft not 'fcape uninjured from our Praife. 

Uninjur'd from our Prai^ can He cfcapc, 
** Who, difembofom'd from the Father, bows 
** The Heav'h of Heav'ns, to kifs the diftant Earth! 

Breathes out in Agonies a ftnlefs Soul ! - 

Againft the Cro/sj DeatFs Iron Sceptre breaks I 

From familh'd Ruin plucks her human Prey t 
«* Throws wide the Gates CelefUal to his Foes f 
•* Their Gratitude^ for fnch a boundlefs Debt, 
•* Deputes their Suffering JSrotbeh to receive ! 
^ Atidif if deep human Guilt in Payment fail^; 
** As defeper Guilt prohibits our De/pair! 
** Injoins it,' as our Duty, to Rejoice! 
" And (to cl6fe all) omnipotently kin^^ 
«< • Takes bis Delights among the Sons of Men *^ [Heaven ? 

What Words arc Thefe ! — And" did they come from 
And' were they fpoke to Man ^ To guilty Man ? 
What are all Myfteries to Love like This ? 
The Song of Angels, alTthc Meledies 
Of Choral Gods, are- wafted in the Sound ; 
Heal and exhilarate Ae broken Heart, 
Tho' plung'd, IVefore, in Horrors dark as Night : 
Rich Prelibation of con/ummate Joy ! 
Nor wait we DiiTotution to be bleft. 

This final Efiirt of the moral Mufe, 
How juftly t Titled t Nor for me alohc ; 
For all that read ; what Spirit of Support, 
What Heights of Consolation, crown my Song ! 

• Prov. Cbap, vui. \ T\a ConjftWvw^ 

O 4 ^XVvsft., 
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Then, fkrcwcl NIGHT ! Of parfcnefs^ nour^ no more : 
Joy breaks ; fhines ; triumphs ; 'tis eternal Day. 
Shall that which rifes.out oi Ngught complain 
Of a few Evilsy paid with endlefs Joys ?' 
My Soul ! henceforth, in fweeteil Union join 
The Two Supports of human Happiness, 
Which (bme, erroneous, think can never meet ; 
True Tafte ef Lifty and conftant Thought of Deaths 
The Thought of Death, fole Viftor of its Dnad! 
Hope be thy Joy ; and Probity thy Skill i 
Thy Fair on He, whofe Diadem has dropped 
Yon Gems of Heav'n ; Eternity^ thy Prixe : 
And leave the Racers of the IVorld their Own, 
Their Feather, and their Froth, for endleis Toils; 
They part with All for That HKhich is not Mr^aJ i 
They mortify, they Jiarve, oa Wealth, Fame, Fower i 
And laugh to Scorn the Fooh that aim at more. 
How mull a Spirit, late efcap*d from Earth, 
Suppofe Philani>E'R's, Lucia's, or Narcis^a's, 
The Truth of Things new-blazing in its Eye, 
Look back, aftonifii'd, on the Ways of Men, 
Whofe Lives whole Drift is to forget their Graves I 
And when our prefent Pri<viJege is pail. 
To fcourge us with due Senfe of its jihufi^ 
The fame Aflonifhment will feize us All. 
What then muft pain us, would prefcrve us no^j^* 
Lorenzo ! 'tis not yet too late : LonENa&o i 
Seize WiPlom, ere 'tis Torment to be Wife ) 
That is. Seize Wifdom^ ere fhe feizes Thee, 
For, what, my fmall Philofopher I is Hell? 
*Tis nothing, but full Knowledge of the Truths 
When Truths refifted long, is fwom our Foe j 
^nd calls Eternity to do her Right. 

Thus, Darknefs aiding Intelledtual Light, 
And Sacred Siknce whifp'ring Truths Divine^ 

And 
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And 'TrutBs DMhe converting Pain to Peace,. 

My Song the Midnight Raven has outwingM, 

And ihot, ambitious of unbounded Scenes, 

Beyond the flaming Limits of thb World, v 

Her gloomy Flight* But what avails the Flights 

Of Fancy ^ when our Hearts remain below ? 

Virtue abounds in Flatterers, and Foes ;. 

'Tis Pride, to praife her; Penance, to perfornti. 

To more than. Words, to more than Worth of Tongue, , 

Lorenzo ! rife, at this aufpicious Hour ; . 

An Hour, when Heav'n's moil intimate with Man ; ; 

When, like a falling Star, the Ray Divine 

Glides fwift into the Bofom of the Juft ; , 

And Juft are All, determined to reclaim ; 

Which fets that Title high, within thy Reach'. . 

Awake, . then : Thy Philander calls : Awake l". 

Thou, who fhalt wake, when the Creation ileeps 5 

When, like a Taper j all thefe Suns expire ; 

When Time, like Him of GasM. in his Wrath,, 

Plucking the Pillars thiat fupport the World,^. 

In Nature's ample Ruins lies intomb'd; 

And Midnight, L^Z-qy^^/ .Midnight ! reigns, . 

END 2^ /i6?. Nigbt-Thoughts., 
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THRICE Happy Joi long liv'd in Regal State^, 
Norfaw the SmnptuoTW Eaft a Prince fo Great ; • 
Whofe Worldly Stores in fuch Abundance flow'd>, 
Whofe Heart with fuch exalted Virtue glowM. . 
At length Misfortunes take their Turn to reign^. 
And Ills on Ills fiicceed ; A dreadful Train \' 
What Now but Deaths, and Poverty, and Wrong,,, 
The Sword wide-wafting,^ the reproachful Tongue,. 
And fpotted Plagues,., that mark- d his Limbs all o^er 
So thick widi Pains,, they wanted Room for more ?^ 
A Change fo fad what Mortal Heart could bear? 
ExhaulledWoc had left him nought, to feiar ; 
But gave Him All to Grief. Low Earth he preft^. 
Wept in the Duft, and forely (kiote his Breaft. 
His Friends around die deep Affliction moum'd; 
Felt all his Pangs, and Groan for Groan returu'dl;^: 
In Anguifh of their Hearts their Mantles rent. 
And Sev'n long Days in foleoin Silence fpent ; 
A Debt of Rey'rencc to Diftrefs fo great ! 
Then Jei contained no more ; but ciiis'd his F^te. 

O 6 His 
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(lis Dvf of Birth, its iiuwipicioas JLi^t, 
He wiihes fbnk in Shaides of endlefs Nig&t, 
And blotted from the Year ; nor fears to crave 
Death, inftant Death ; impatient for the Grave, 
That Seat of Peace, that Manfion of Repofe, 
Where Reft and Mortals are no longer Foes ; 
Where Connfcllors are Haih*d, and Mighty Kings 
(O happy Turn !) no more arc Wretched Things. 

His Words were daring, and di/pleas'd his Friends ; 
His Conda6l They reprbve, and He defends ; 
And now They kindled into warm Debate, 
And Sentiments opposed widi equal Heat; 
Fixt in Opinion, Both refufe to yield. 
And fammon all their Reafon to the Field : 
So high at length their Arguments were wrought. 
They imch'd the laft Extent of Human Thought : 
A Paufe enfu'd.— When^ lo 1 Heav'n interposed. 
And awefuUy the long Contention closi'd. 
Full o'er their Heads, with terrible Surprize, 
A fudden Whirlwind blackened all the Skies : 
(They Saw, and Trembled !) From the Darknefs broke 
A dreadful Voice, and thits th' Almighty fpoke. 

Who gives his Tongue a Loofe fo bold and vain, 
Cenfures my Conduft, and reproves my Reign r 
Lifts up his Thought againft me from die Dull, 
And tells the World's Creator what is Juft ? 
Of late fo brave, now lift a dauntlefs Eye, 
Face my Demand, and give it a Reply : 
. Where didft Thou dwell at Nature's early Birth ? 
Who laid Foundations for the fpacious Earth ? 
Who on ks Surface did extend the Line, 
Its Form determine, and its Bulk confine ? 
Who fixM the Corner-Stone ? What Hand, declare. 
Hung it on Nought^ and fail^n'd it in Air ; 

5 Wlifn 
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When tKe bright "Morning Stars in Concert (ung. 
When Heiv*ri'5 high Arch with loud Hofanna's rmig;^ 
When ihouting Sons of God the Triumph crowitM^, 
And the wide Coricavt thundered with the Sound'?- 
Earth's numerous Kingdoms^ haft Thou viewed them all ^ 
And can thy Span of Knowledge gtaQj the Bad! } 
Who heav'd the Mount aitiy which fubUmely ftands,. 
And cafts its Shadow into diftant Lands ? 

Who, ftretching fordi his Sceptre Ci\t the beef^ 
Can that wild World in due iSilbjeftion kfeep ? 
I broke the Globe, I fcoop'd its hollow'd Sidcj, 
And did a Bafon for the Floods provide ; 
I chain them with my Word ; the boiling Sea, 
Work'd up in Tempefts, hears my great Decree | 
" Thus far, thy floating Tide fhall be convey'd; 
" And Here, O Main, be thy proud Bill6ws flay*d.*- 

Haft Thou explored the Secrets of the Deep, 
Where, fhut from Ufe, unnufliber'd Treafures fleep > 
Where, down a Thoufand Fathoms from the Day^ 
Springs the great Fountain, Mother of the Sea ? ' 
Thofe gloomy Paths did thy bold Foot e'er tread. 
Whole Worlds of Waters rolling o'er thy Head ? 

Hath the cleft Centre open'd wide to Thee I 
Death's inmoll Chambers didft Thou ever fee ? 
E'er knock at his tremendous Gate, and wade 
I'o the black Portal thro^ th* incumbent Shade ? 
Deep are thofe Shades ; but Shades ftill deeper hide 
My Counfdls from the Keh of human Pride. 

Where dwells the Light ? In what refulgent Dome) 
And where lias Darknefs made her difmal Home ? 
Thou know^ft, no doubt, iince thy large Heart is fraught 
With ripen'd Wifdom thro' long Ages brought ; 
Since Nature was call'd forth when Thou waft by, 
And into Being rofe beneath thine Eye ! ^ 

Are 
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Arc Wfis begotten ? Who their Father knew ?. 
£rom whom defcend the pearly Drops of Dew ? 
To bind the Stream by. Night, what Hand can boaft> 
Or whiten Morning, with the hoary Froft ? 
Whofe powerful Breath, from Northern Regions blown. 
Touches the Sea» and turns it into Stone ? 
A fudden^ Defart fpreads o'er Realms defacM, 
And lays one Half of the Creation wade ? 

Thou know'ft Me not ; Thy Blindnefs cannot, fee 
How vaft a Diilance parts thy God from Thee. 
Canft Thou in Whirlijoinds mount aloft ? Canft Thou 
In Clouds and Darknefs wrap thy awefol Brow ? 
And when Day triumphs in meridian Light, 
Put forth thy Hand, and fhade the World with Night? 

Who launched the Clouds in Air, and bid them roll 
6ufpended Seas aloft, from Pole to Pole ? 
Who can refrefli the burning fandy Plain, 
And quench the Summer wixh a Waile of Rain ? 
Who in rough Defarts, far from Human Toil,. 
Made Rocks bring forth, and Defolaticn fmile ? 
There blooms the Rofe>. where human Face ne'er ihonc,. 
And fpreads its Beauties to the Sun alone. 

To check the Show'r, who lifts his hand on high^ 
And fhuts the Sluices of th' exhaufted Sky ; 
When Earth no longer mourns her gaping Veins,. 
Her naked Mountains, and her ruflTet Plains : ~ 
But, new in Life, a chearful Profpeft yields 
Of fhining P^iiaers, and of verdant Fields ; 
When Groves and Foreils lavifli all their Blccan,. 
And Earth-and Heav n are fiU'd with rich Perfume.?^ 

Haft Thou e'er fcal'd my wintry Skies, . and fcen 
Of Hail and Snoivs my Northern Magazine ? 
Thefe the dread Treafures of mine Anger are. 
My Fund of Vengeance for the. Day of War^ 

When 
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When CfoiKis rain Deatlvy and Storms, at my Command^ 
Rage thro* the World, op wafte a guilty Land. ' 

Who taught the rapid ff^inds to fly fo fail. 
Or (hakes the Centre with his Eaftem Blail ? 
Who firom- the Skies can a whole Deluge pour ? 
Who ftrikes thro' Nature with the folemn Roar 
Of diseadfiil Thundery points it where to fall. 
And in fierce Lightning wraps the flying Ball? 
Not he who trembles at the darted Fires, 
Falls at the Sound, and in the Fkfh expires. 

Who drew the Comet oiit to fuch a Size>. 
And pour'd his flaming Train o'er Half the Skies I 
Did Thy Refentment hang him out ? Does He 
Glare on the Nations^ and Denounce, from Thee? 

Who on low Earth can moderate the Rein, 
That guides the Stars along th' ethereal Plain i 
Appoint their Seafons, and dire£^ their CouHe, 
Their Lufbre brighten,' and fupply their Force ? 
Canft Thou the Skies Benevolence reftiain. 
And caufe the Pleiades to fliine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion fparkles £rom his Sphere, 
Thaw the cold Seafon, and unbind the Year ? 
Bid Mazzaroth his deftin'd Station knowj^ 
And teach the hright Jr^urns, where to glow ? 
Mine is the Night , with all her Stars ; I pour - 
Myriads, and Myriads I reierve in Store. 

Doft Thou pronounce where Day-light fhall be boni) 
And 4^ aw the Purple Curtain of the Mom ; 
Awake' the Sun, and bid him come away. 
And glad Thy World with his Obfequious Ray ? 
Hail Thou, inthron'd in- flaming Glory, driven 
Triumphant round the ipacious Ring of Heav'n ? 
^hat Pomp of Light, what Hand fo far diiplays^ 
That diilant Earth lies baiking in the Blaze ? 

WhQ 
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, Wko did die 5W with.her ridk Pow'xs iaveft . 
And light np Reafon in the Human Breaft ? 
Te fhiae, wMl frefh Increase of-Loftre, Bright^ , 
When Start aad Sun ate fdt in endkfs Night r 
To thefe my varioiu Qoeflioiif make Reply. 

Th' Almighty fpoke ; and^ i|>eakiBg,.fhook-theSky.. 

What then, CbaUaimn Sixe» was thy. Sttrprize ! . 
ThusThoUy with tremblii^.tieut* aAddtwa-caftEye^: 

Once and agaihy. which I in Groans deploie, 
' My Tongtae has -eir'd ; hot Ihall prefume na more*. 

My Voice is in eterfiat^Silente bound, . 
^ And all my Soul falls pro&uteto the Gioiind;'* 

He ceas'd : When, lo ! again th' Altnighty fjx>ke ; 
The fiune dread Voioe from the black Whirlwiad bidcr*. 

Can that Arm meafure with an Ann Divine } 
And canft thou thunder widi a Voke like Mioe K 
Or in the Hollow of thy Hand contaift. 
The Bulk of Waters, the wide-fpreadittg Main^^ 
When, mad with Tempefts, all the Billows rife: 
In all their Rage, and dafh the diftant .Skies f 

Come forth, in Beauty's Excellence array 'd;.; 
And be the Grandeur of thy Pow'r dii))lay'd; 
Pat on Omnipotence, . and ftowaing make 
The fpacious Round of the Creation ^ke; . 
Difpatch thy Vengeance, hid it overthrow 
Triumphant Vice, lay lofty Tyraats loiw, . 
And crumble them to Dull. When This ia dooe^. 
I grant thy Safety lodg'd in Thee alooe ; 
Of Thee Thou art, and may'fl undaunted ihmd 
Behind. the Buckler of thine own Right Hand. 

Fond Man Lthe Vifioh of a Moment nude I 
Dream of a Dream ! and Shadow of a. Shade ! 
What Worlds haft Thou produc'd, what Creatures f/am'd. 
What Infcfts cheri&'d, that tl^ God is hlamfd ? 

Whca 
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When, pain'd with Httnger, the wild Jtavet^s Brood 
Call^ upon God, importunate for Food, 
Who hears their Cry, who grants their hoarfe Reqoeftj 
And ftills the Clamour of the craving Neftl" 

Who in the cruel Ofirtch has fubdu'd 
A Parent's Care, and fond Inquietude ? 
While far (he flies, her fcatter'd Eggs are found. 
Without an Owner, on the fandy Ground ; 
Call out on Fortune, they at Mercy lie. 
And borrow Life from an indulgent Sky ; 
Adopted by the Sun, in Blaze of Day, 
They ripen under his prolific Ray. 
Unmindful (he, that fome unhappy Tread 
Ma^ crulh her Young in their neglefted Bed. 
What iTime'flie fklms along the Field with Speedy 
She fcorns the Rider, and parflnng Steed. 

Row rkh the Fedcoci! what bright Gloiies ntt 
From Plume to Plume,, and vary in die Sifli f. 
He proudly fpreads them to the golden Kay,. 
Gives all his Coloors, and adorns the I>ay; 
^ch c6itfciovs: State the f^^uasm Round diiphj'H 
And flowly morefs amid Ae waving Bfhtze. 

Who tauglit the -ftiwi to find; in SeJtfons wiflf,. 
Perpetual Summer^, and a Change of Sides F 
When Clottds deform the Yeai^, (he motmts die ^NHi^ 
Shoots to the South, nor fears the Storm behind : 
The Stm returning, (he retiimsr agen. 
Lives in his Beams, and leaves ill Days tO'M^n. 

Tho' ftrong the HaHJuk',, tko^ pwfAitf'd well tp fljr/ 
An Eagle drops her in a lower Sky"; 
An EagUy when, deferting Human Sight, . , ' \ 

She feeks the Sun in her unweary'd Flight* ' ^ 

Did thy Command her yellow Pinion lift 
5o high in Air, and feat her on the CUft,. 

Where 
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Where hx above thy World flie dwells alone^ 

And proudly makes the Strength of I^ocks her own ; 

Thence wide o'er Nature takes her- dread Survey, 

And with a Glance predeftinate& her Prey ? 

ShcL feaHs her Young with Blood, and, hov'ring o'ef 

Th' undaughter'd Hoft, enjoys the promised Gore. 

Xnow'ft Thou how many Moons, by Me aflign'd^ 
Roll o'er the Mountain Goat^ and Foreft /£rW, 
While pregnant they a Mother's Load fuflain I 
They bend in . Anguifh, and caft forth their Pain.. 
Hale are their Young, from Human Frailties freed;: 
Walk unfuflain'd, and unaflifled feed ^ 
They live at once ; forfake the Dam's warm Side ; 
Take the wide World, with Naturp for their Guide:; 
Bound o'er the Lawn, or feek the diftant Glade ^ 
And find a Home in each delightful Shade. 

Will the tall Rgem^ which knows no Lord, but Me^ 
Low at the Crib, and alk an Alms of thee I 
Submit his unworn Shoulder to the Yoke,. 
Break the fliiF Clod, and o'er thy Furinw finoak.? 
Since great his Strength, go trufl ham, void of Care; 
Lay on his Neck the Toil pf all the Year ; 
Bid him bring home the Seafons tathy Doors> 
And cad his Load among thy g^ther'd Stores, 

Didft Thou from Service the Wild-Jfs difcharge. 
And break his Bonds, and bid him live at large. 
Thro' the wide Wade, his ample Manfion, roam» 
And lofe himfelf in his Unbounded Home ? 
By N^ure's Hand magnificently fed. 
His Meal is on the Range of Mountains fprcad \ 
As in pure Air aloft he bounds alongj 
He fees in diilant Smoak the City Throng; 
Confcious of Freedom, fcorns the fmother'd Train, 
The threat'ning Driver,, and the fervile Rein. 

Survey 
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Survey the warlike Her/e / didft Thou- inveff 
With Thunder, his robuft diftended Cheft ? 
No Senfe of Fear his dauntlefs Soul allays ^ 
'Tis dreadful to behold his Noftrils blaze ; 
To paw the Vale he pioudly takes Delight,. 
And triumphs, in the Fuhtef& of his Might ; 
High-rais'd he fhuiFs the Battle from afar. 
And burns to plunge amid the n^ing War ; 
And mocks at Death, and throws his Foam around^. 
And in a Storm of Fury fhakes the Grounds 
How does his firm, his riling Heart, advance 
Full on the brandiih'd SwQrd, and fhaken Lance ; 
While his fix'd Eye-balls meet the dazlihg Shield, 
€aze, and return the Lightning of the Field ! 
He finks the Senie of Pain in gen'rous Pride, 
Nor feek the Shaft that trembles in his Side ; 
But aeighs to the ihrill Trumpet's dreadful filaft 
Till Death ; and when he groans, he groans his laft*^ 

Btft, fiercer (till, the Lordly Lhn ftalks. 
Grimly msLJc&ic in his lonely Walks ; 
When round he glares, all living Creatures fly ; 
He clears the Defart with his rolling Eye. 
Say, Mortal, does he roufe at thy Command t. 
And roar to Thee, and live upon thy Han^l 
Doft thou for him in Forefls bend tky Bow» 
And to his gloomy Den the Morfel thK>w, 
Where bent on Death lie hid his tawny Brood,. 
And, cottch'd in dreadful Ambufh, pant for Blood; 
Or, ftretch'd on broken Limbs^ amfume the Day,, 
In Darknefs wrapt, and (lumber o'er their P^ey i 
By the pale Moon they take their dedin'd Round, 
And la(h theif Sides, and furious tsar the Ground. 
Now Shrieks, and dying Groans, the Defart fill ; 
They rage, they rend, their rav'nous Jaws diftil 

■' Witk 
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With crimfon Foam ; and» when tlie Banquet's o'err 
They ibide away, and paint their Steps with Gok ; 
In Flight alone the Shepheid potshis Tnift^ 
And flmdders at the Talon in the Dnil. 

Mild is my Btbemotb^ the' large his Frame ;. 
Smooth is 'his Temper, and repreii; his Flames- 
While unprovekM. This Native of tbe Flood 
Lifts his broad Foot, and puts afhore for Food y 
Earth finies beneath him, as he moves aioi^ 
To feek the Herbs, and mingle witk the Throng* 
See, with what Strength his harden'd Loins are boimd^ 
All over Proof, and fhut againfl a Wcnind. 
How like a Mountain Cedar moves his Tail ! 
Nor can his complicated Sinews fail; 
Built high and wide, his folid Bones fiirpa& 
The Bars of Sted } his Bihs are Ribs of Brafs ;? 
His Port majeflic, and his aimed Jaw,^ 
Gixe the. wide i^oseil, and: the MottDtain,, Law. 
The Mountains fixd him ; there the Bfeafts adiiiiie* 
The mighty Stranger, and in Dread retire : 
At length his Greatnefs nearer they furvey^. 
Graze in his Shadow,, and his Eye obey*. 
The Fens^and Marihes are his cool Retreat-, 
His Noontide Shelter fmm the homing Heat ;- 
Their fedgy Boibms his wide Couch are made. 
And Groves of Willows give him sii their Shade.. 
His Eye drinks J^dan up, when^ fir*d with DrOughf^ 
He trufts to turn its Cmrent down his Throat ; 
Ih lefTen'd Waves it creeps along the Plain :. 
He finks a River, and He thirds again. 

Go to the }fit&^ and, from its fruitful Side, 
Call forth thy Line into the fwelling Tide : 
With flender Hair £^«/^^wr command; 
And ihrtch his Vaftnefi on the loaded Strand* 

WiU 
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•Win he become Thy Servant ? Will Tie own 
Tky Lordly Nod, and tremble at Thy FroWft ? 
Or with his Sport amde thy ieiinre Day, 
And, boiind in SiHc, with thy (oft Maidens play ? 

Shall pompons Banquets fwell with fnch a Prize ? 
And the Bowl jonmey wnmd his ample Sixfc ? 
Or the debatbg Merchants fliarc the Prey, 
And various Limbs to various Marts convigr ? 
Thro' his firm Skull what Steel its Way can win ? 
What forceful Engine can ftibdue his Skin ? 
Fly far, and live ;• tempt hot his inatchlefs Might ; 
Tiie Bravcft fhrink to 'Coward* in "his Sight ; 
The Rafheft dare not roufe hkn up : Who then 
^jiall' turn on Me, among the Sons ef Metii 

Am I a Debtor ? Haft thouthrer heard 
Whence come the Gifts which arc on Me conferr'd i 
My laviih Fruit ^ dioufand Vdleys fills. 
And Mine the Herds, tliat graze a thoofimd Hills : 
Earth, Sea, and Air, AH Nattrre is my ^fwn-z 
And Stars and Sun are Duft beneath my Throne. 
And dar'ft Thou with idle Wodd*s great Fadier Vye, 
Thou, whodoft tremble at my Creature's Bye? 

At full my large Leviathan fhall Tile« 
Boaft all his Strength, and fpread his wond'rous Size; 
Who, great in Arms, e*er ftrippM his fhining Mail, 
Or crown'd his Triumph with a fingle Scaile ? 
Whofe Heart fliftains him to draw near ? Behold, 
Deftrudtion yawns ; his fpadons Jaws unfold. 
And, marihal'd round the wide Expanfe, difcioie 
Teeth edg'd with Death; and crouding Rows on Rowsi 
What hideous Fangs on either Side arife ! 
And what a deep Abyfy between them lies ! 
Mete with tliy Lance, and with thy Plumbet fbifnd. 
The One how hm^t the Other how profound. 

His 
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His Bulk is charged with ijich a itirioiis Soul, 
That Qottds of Smoke from his fpread No/farils loIl, 
As from a Furnace ; and, wheo roos'd his Ire, 
Fate iilues from his Jaws in Streams of Fine. 
The Rage of Tempefb, and the Roar of Seas, 
Thy Terror, this thy great Superior pleaie ; 
Strength on his ample Shoulder £ts in State ; 
His well-join'd Limbs are dreadfiilly complete ; 
His Flakes of folid Fleflx are How to part ; 
As Steel his Nerves, as Adamant his Heart. 

When, late-awak'd. He rears him from the Floods, 
And, ftretching forth his Stature to the Clouds, 
Writhes in the Son aloft his fcaly Height, 
And (trikes the diftant Hills with tranfient Light, 
Far round are &tal Damps of Terror fpread. 
The Mighty fear, nor blufh to own their Dread. 

Large is his Front ; and, when his bumiih'd Eyes 
Lift their broad Lids, the Morning feems to rife. 

In vain may Death in various Shapes invade. 
The fwift-wing'd Arrow, the defcending Blade ; 
His naked Bread their Impotence defies ; 
The Dart rebounds, the brittle Fauchion flies. 
Shut in Himfelf, the War without he hears. 
Safe in the Tempeft of their raiding Spears ; 
The cumber'd Strand their wafted VoUies flrow ; 
His Sport, the Rage and Labour of the Foe. 

His PafUmes like a Caldron boil the Flood, 
And blacken Ocean with the Rifmg Mud ; 
The Billows feel him, as he works his Way ; 
His hoary Footfleps fhine along the Sea ; 
The Foam high- wrought, with White, divides the Green, 
And diftant Sailors point where Death has been. 

His Like Earth bears not on her fpacious Face : 
Alone in Nature Hands his dauntlefs Race, 

For 
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For utter Ignorance of Fear renown'd. 
In Wrath he rolls his baleful Eye around ; 
Makes ev'ry fwoln, difdainful Heart, fubiide. 
And holds Dominion o'er the Sons of Pride. 

Then the Cbaldsean easM his lab'ring Breaft» 
With full Conviction of his Crime oppreft. 

«< Thou canft accompliih All Things, Lord of Might ! 
« And ev*ry Thought is naked to thy Sight. 
'< But oh ! Thy Ways are wonderful, and lie 
'^ Beyond the deepeft Reach of mortal Eye. 
<^ Oft have I heard c^ chine Almighty Pow'r; 
« But never faw Thee till this dreadful Hour. 
* ' 0*erwhelm'd with Shame, the Lord of Life I fee ; 
<< Abhor my(elf, and give my Soiil to Thee. 
<< Nor (hall my Weaknefs tempt Thine Anger niore : 
^^ Man was not made to Queftion, but Adore.'* 




^j^^-^^L^* 
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NOTES. 



IT h difpuied among the Critic! who was tke Auihdr 
of the Book of Jfi. Some give ii to M^/ti ; fome to 
Otiiers. As I was engag'd In this little Performance, forn* 
Arguments occurr'd to nie, which Tavour the former of 
thefe Opinions ; which Arguments 1 hai'e flung into llie 
following Notes, where little elfe is to be cxpefled. 

Page 295. Tirice Happy Job, Sfc] The Almighty's 
Speech, Chap, xxxviii. i^f. which is what I paraphrafe 
in this littk Work, is by much the iinefl Part of the 
noblcft, and moft ;mtient Poem in the World. Dilliop 
Patrick fays, its Grandenr is as much above all other 
Poetry, as Thunder is loitdtr than a Whifpcr. In order 
to fet this diftinguiili'd Pan of the Poem in a fuller Light, 
*nd give the Reader a clearer Conception of ii, 1 havt 
Jtbridg'd the preceding and fubfcquent Parts of the Poem, 
and join'd them to it ; fo that this Piece is a Sort of aii 
Epitome of the whole Book ofjeb. 

1 ufe the Word Pwapbrafi, becaufe 1 want another 
which might better anfwtr to the uncoramon Liberties I 
have taken. I have omitted, added, and tranfpos'd. The 
Meuntaia, the Cew«, the 5«j7, and other Parts, arciniircly 
added: The ?««(*, the lien, Sec. are much bhrg'd : 
And 1 have thrown the Whoie into a Method more fuit- 
l^lc to our Noiions of Regularity. The Judicious, if 
P theY 
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they compare thisjPiece with the Original, will, I flatter 
myfelf, find ih^ Reafons for the great Liberties I have 
indulged mylllf ill through the Whole. 

LoHginus has a Chapter on Interrogations, which fhews 
that they contribute much to the Sublime. This Speech 
of the Almighty is made up of them* Interrogation feems 
indeed, the propa: Style of Majefly incens'/d- It differs 
from other manner of Reproof, as bidding a Perfon exe- 
cute himfelf, does from a common Execution ; for he 
ihat aiks the Guilty a proper Queftion, makes him, ia 
cifedt, pafs Sentence on himfelf. 

Page 300. From the Darknefs broke 

A dreadful Voice y and thus th^ Mmigbty fpoke.'\ 
The Book oijob is well known to be Dramatic, and, like 
ijhe Tragedies of old Greece^ is.Fiaion built on Trath. 
Probably this moft noble Part of it, the Almighty fpeak- 
ing out of the Whirlwind (fo fuitable to the.Aftcr-pra£iice 
.of the Greek Stage, when there happened Dij^us Findice 
Nodus )y is fiftitious ; but it is a Fidlion more agreeable to 
the Time in which Job lived, than to any fince. Fre- 
ijuent, before the Law, were the Appearances of the Al- 
mighty after this manner. Exodus ch. xix. Ez^kicl ch. L 
i£c. Hence is He faid to dvjell in thick Darkue/s : And 
have his Way in the WhirUwind* 

Page 301 . Thus far thy floating Tide^ &c. ] * There is a 
very great Air in all that precedes ; but this is fignally 
Sublime. We arc flruck with Admiration to fee the vai 
and ungovernable Ocean receiving Commands, and punc- 
tually obeying them ; to find it like a manag'd Horfe, 
raging, tolTmg, and foaming, but by the Rule andDi- 
redlion of its Mailer, l^his Paffage yields in Sublimity 
tQ that of Let there b£ Light y &c. fo mudi only, as the 

7 abfolute 
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abfolote Government of Natnrc yields to lie Creatioi* 
of it. 

The like Spirh in thcfe two Pafliiges is no bad concur^ 
rent Argument, that Jt/»>/ is Aitthorof the Book ofyoi." 

Page 305. Wbtn, paiii'd loitb Hunger, theiiiiU Ravtn'i 
Sreed, &c.] Another Argument that Mofei was the Anr- 
thor, is, that moft of the Creatures here menrion'd ixv 
Mgyft'oH. The Reafon given why the Raven is parttai- 
larly mention'd as an Objefl of the Care of Providence, 
is, becaufe, by her damoroua and importunate Voice, fhe 
particularly feoms always caHing upon it ; thence KCftttfta 
a. )tif=;^, is to aflt eamelily, ^liait. ]. ii. c. 48. And 
fince there were Ravens on the- Banks of the A'fit more 
clamorous than the refl of tliat Species, Thofc probably 
are meant in thii Place; 

Ibid, ffh in tie (rul Oftrirk has fitbiJ'i, Ac.J 
"tliere are many Inftances of this Bird's Stupidity ; kt two 
fiiffice. 

Firfi, It cavers its Head in tfie Reeds, and thinks ic- 
^f all ont of Sight. 

■' Siat lamnt tlaafa 
RiJenimli rtvlata tttput \ treStfue latert, 

%* nen ip/a videt Claud, 

Secondly, They that go in Purfuit of them, draw the 
Skin of an Olbicb's Neck on one Hand, which proves » 
fufiicient Lure to take them with the other. 

They have fo little Brain, that Htltagahdui had fiit 
kondred Heads for his Supper. 

, Here we may obferve, that oftr JadidoBi as well a» 
Sublime Author, juft touches the great Poina of 
DiftinCUoa in each Creature, and then haJleas to ano- 
iter. A Defcrif tiom ii exaft when 70U cannot ttid, 
f z but 
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bat what is common to another Thing ; nor imtJ^igWf, 
but fomething peculiarly belonging to the Thing 
defcrib'd. A Likenefs is loft in too much Defcriptioo^ 
as a Meaning often in too much Illallration. 

Page. 305. What Time Jht films along the Fields &c] 
Hei« is marked another Peculiar Quality of this Crea- 
ture, which neither flies, nor runs di^ndlly, but has a 
Motion compos'd of both, and, ufing its Wings as Sails, 
Slakes great Speed. 

Fajta nfilut Lify^e 'venantum iiocihus alu 
Cum premituTf calidas cur/u tranfmittit arenas y 
Inque modum veli JintuLtis fiamine fennis 
Ful'verulenta velat'^'''-^ Claud, in Eutr. 

Ibid. She fioms the Rider ^ and purjidng Steed,\ Xem^ 
fhon faysy Cyrus had Horfes that could overtake the Goat, 
and die Wild-afs ; but none th^t could reach this CraCtiut. 
A thonfand golden Ducats, or a hundred Camels, was the 
flated Price of a Horfe that could equal their Speed. 

Ibid. How rich the Peacock y 5cc.] Though this Bird i» 
but juft mentioned in my Author, 1 could not forbear go- 
ing a little farther, and fpreading thofe beautifiil Plumes 
(which are There Ihut up) into half a dozen Lines. The 
Circumflance I have marked of his opening his Ptmnc* 
10 the Sun is true. Expandit colores ad'ver/o maxime fole% 
fuia Jic fulgeniius radiant, Plin# 1, x. c. 20. " 

Ibid. The* ftrong the Haivky tho* fraais* d luell toflj,] 
Thuanus (de Re Accip,) mentions a Hawk that flew from 
Paris to London in a Night. 

And xheEgyptiansy in regard to its Swiftnefs, made it 
their Symbol ior the Wind ; for which Reafbn we may 

fuppofe 
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fiippofe the Hawk, as^ well as the Crow eiovey to have 
been a Bird of Note in Egyft^ 

Page 306. Thence ivide $*er Nature takes her dread Sw" 
*v^t &c.] The Eagle is faid to be of fo acute a Sight, 
that when ihe is fo high in Air, that Man cannot fee her, 
fhe can difcem the fmalleft Fifh under Water. My Au- 
thor accurately underftood the Nature of the Creature* 
he defcribes, and feems to have been a Naturalift a& 
well as a Poet, which the next Note will confirm. 

Ibid. Kno^fl thou htmu many Moons^ hy Me aJfigrCdy 
&€.] The Meaning of this Queftion is, Know'ft thou the 
Time and Circumftances of their bringing forth ? for ta 
know the Time only was eafy, and had nothing extra- 
ordinary in it ; but the Circumftances had ibmething 
peculiarly expreffive of God's Providence, M^ich jjiakes 
the Queftion proper in this Place. PUj^ obferves^ 
that the Hind with Young is by Inftindl direfted to a 
certain Herb called Sefelis^ which facilitates the Birth. 
Thunder alfo (which looks like the more immediate 
Hand of Providence) has the fame EiFedl, Pf. xxix. 
In fb early an Age to obferve thefe things may ftile our= 
Author a Naturalift. 

Page 307. SuT'Wf the Warlike Horfe, &c.] The De- 
ftription of the Horfe is the mofl celebrated of any in 
the Poem. There is an excellent Critique on it ia the 
Guardians, I fhall therefore only obferve, that, in this 
Defcription, as in other Partjr of this Speech, our Ful-- 
gar Tranjlation has much more Spirit than the Septua- 
gint ; it always takes the Original in the moil poetical 
and exalted Senfe, fo that mefl Commentators, even Oft 
die Hebrew itielf, isiX beneath it. 
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Page 3C37. By the pale Moon thty take their deftijCi 
Round J &c.] Purfuing their Prey by Night is tnie ofmoft 
wild Beads, particularly the Lion, P/i civ. «i;. 20. The 
Arabians have One among their '500 Names for the 
Lion, which fignifies the Hunter by Moonjhine. 

Page 308. He finks a Ri*very and he thtrfts a^ain, &c} 
Cephifi glaciate caput y quo fitetus oJihelam 
Fcrre fitim Python^ amnemque a<vertere ponto. 

Stat. Theb. v. 349, 
i^/ fpiris tegeret mintes, hauriret hiatu 

Fluminay Sec, Claud. Praef. in Ruf. 

Let not then this Hyperbole fecm too much for an 

Eaftern Poet, tho' fome Commentators of Name ftraia 

hard in this Place for a new Confbndlion, through Fear 

of it. 

Ibid. Go to the Nile, and from its fruitful Side, &c.] 
The taking the Crocodile is moft difficult. Diodcrds 
fays, they are not to be taken but by Iron Nets. When 
Augufius conquered Egypt, he Uruck a Medal, the Im- 
prefs of which was. a Crocodile chained to a Palm-Trcc, 
with this Infcription. Nemo antea religwuit. 

Page 309. The Rajhejt dare not rcufe him up^ &c.] This 
alludes to a Cuflom of this Creatare, which is, when 
fated with Fifh, to come aihore, and fleep among the 
Reeds.. 

. Ibid. — Behold, 

Dejlru^ionyaijonsy his fpacious Jaius unfold, &c.] The 
(^rocodile's Mouth is exceeding wide. When he gapes, 
fays Pliny y Fit t$tum Qs. Martial fays to his old Wo- 
man, 

Cum 
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Cum comparata riSiihus tuis wa 
Niliacus habet crocodilus aitgujla. 
So that the Expreflion here is barely juft. 

P*gc 310. Fate tffuesfrom kis.yaivs in Streams of Fire,^ 
This too is nearer Truth than at firft View may beima- 
^necL The Crocodile, fay the Naturalifts, lying long 
under Water^ and being there forced to hold its Breath, 
when it emerges, the Breath long repreft is hot, and 
burib out fo violently, that it refembles Fire and Smoke, 
The Horfe fuppreffes not his Breath by any Means fo 
long, neither is he fo fierce and animated ; )Tt the inoft 
correft of Poets ventures to ufe the fame Metaphor con- 
4:erning him. 

CoUeSumque premens 'vol'vit fuh naribus ignem. 

By this and the foregoing Note I would caution againft 
.a falfe Opinion of the Eaftern Boldnefs, from Paffages in 
.them ill underftood. 

Ibid. Large is his Front ; and^ 'when his hurniJFdEyes^ 
•&C.] His Eyes are like the Eyelids of the Mcniing, I 
think this gives us as great an Image of the Thing it 
would e>:prefs, as can enter the Thought of Man. It is 
not improbable, that the Egyptians dole their Hierogly- 
phic for the Morning, which is the Crocodile's Eye, from 
this PafTage, though no Commentator I have feen men- 
tions it. It is eafy to conceive how the Egyptians fhould 
be both Readers and Admirers of the Writings of Mo/esi 
whom I fuppofe the Author of this Poem. 

I have obferved already, that three or four of the 
Creatures here defcribed are Egyptian ; the two lafl are 
notorioufly fo ; they are the Rivcr-horfe and the Croco-^ 
dile, thofe celebrated Inhabitants of the Nile ; and on 
<hofe two it is that our Author chieHy dwells. It would 
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htve been expefled from an Author more remote froai 
that River than Me/ij, in a Catalogue of Creatures pro- 
duced to magnify their Creator, to have dwch on the 
Two largcrt Works of his Hand, t/rx. the Elephant and 
■»he Wliale : This ij lb natural an Expeftatioii, that fomt 
Commentators hiive rendered Srienet^ and Lrcialhsv, 
the Elephant and Whale, tho' the Defcriptions in our 
Aathor will not admit of it j but Mo/a beirg (as mf 
may «ell fuppofe) under an immediate Terror of \\a 
H^ppftamm and Crocodile from their daily Mifchii:fsaiJ 
Ravages around him, it is very accountable w-hy he 
ihould permit thuin to take place. 



FINIS. 




